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The whole «Argument is this Dyſtich, 


Orc'd Marriage, Murder; Murder, Blood requires ; | 
Keproach, Revenge ; Revenge, Hells :clp detircs, | 


$2: 225d DibebedeS hed 


£ | PROLOGUE E. 


He Town of Edmonton hath let the S127e 
A Del anda Witch, toth tn an age. ' 
1} To make compariſ91.s it were unihul, 

Between ſo ever a pair, a Witch and Decal, 
But as the year doth with hu plenty Lr11,9 
As well a latter as a former Spring ; 
So has thu Witch enoy « the firſt, and reaſur 
Preſumes ſhe may partake ihe other ſeaſon; : 
In Afis deſer1ng name , the Provert [uys, 
Once good, and cvcr; why zot ſo in Hays ? 
why not wmithu t {ane (Gentlemen) ae Rates 
No Expetiation: bere is Mirth ard Mattel, 


#71-. © Bur.}. 
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(1) 
The Witch of Edmonton. 


AM 


Ac Tt-.I. Scat. 1. 


Enter Frank Thotney, Winnifride wieh-child. 
Frank. Ome, Wench; here's a bulineſs ſoon diſpatch'd. 
Thy hearr 1 Laex/o now at eaſe : — noe 
Fear what the tartling Gollips in their cups 
Can ſpeak againlt thy fame : thy ſhall know 
Who to call Dad now. 
Win, You have diſcharg'd the 
I cannot requeſt a fuller (arisfaftion 
Then you have freely granted : yer methinks 
'Tis an hard caſe, being lawful man and wife, 
We ſhould nor live t et. Franh. HadTfail'd 
In promiſe of my truth to thee, we mult 
Have then been ever ſundred ; now the longelit 
Of our forbearing eithers company, 
Is onely bur to gain a little rime 
For our continuing thrift, that ſo hereafter 
The Heir that ſhall be bora may not have cauſe 
To curſe his hour of birth, which made him feel 
The miſery of beggery and want ; 
Two Devils that are occahons to enforce 
A ſhameful end. My plots aim bur to keep 
My father's love. Wiz. And that will be as difficulc 
To be preſerv'd,when he ſhall underſtand 
How you are married) as it will be now, 
Should you confeſs it rohim. Frank, Fathers are 
: Wonne by degrees, not bluntly as our alters, 
Qr wronged friends are ; and beſides, I'll uſe 
B Such: 


rr of an honeſt man ; 


Such euciful and ready means, thar ere 
He can have nocice of what's paſt, th' inhericance 


To which I am born Heir, ſþall be affur'd : bk 


| Tnart done, Why let bim know it 3; if he like itnor, 
Yer he ſhall have no power in him lefe | 
To croſs the thriving of it. Wiz. You who had 
The conqueſt of my Maiden-lave, azay edfily | 
the fears of my diſtruſt. And whicher 
Mult 1 be hurried} Frank, Prithee do not uſc 
A word ſo much unſuirable roche conflanc 
AﬀcRions of thy Husband : thou ſhale live 
Neer Walhew Abbey, with thy Unkle Selwas : 
I have acquainted him with all ac farge : 
He'll uſe thee _— : thou ſhale wanc no pleaſures , 
Nor any other fic ies whatever 
Thou canktin heart defire. Wim. Alltheſe are noch 
Without your company. Frenk, Which thou ſhalr have 
Once every month at leaſt, #/:». every month ! 
Is chis tro have an Husband ? Frank, Gerhaps ofener : 
wn - as occaſion ſerves. Win. we nn c 
orner rc CYCs yon 
Like wm ets as, 
And ſee you now and then. Faith, Idid hope 
You'ld not have us'd me (6 : "tis but my fortune. 
And yet, if not for my ſake, have ſome pity 
Upon the childe 1 go with, that 's OWN. 
And, 'leſs you'll be a cruel hearted Father, 
You cannot but remember that. 
Heaven knows how. Frank, To quit which fear at once» 
As by the ceremony late perform'd , 
| Iplightedthee a faith, as free from challenge » 
As any double thought ; Once more in hearing 
Of Heaven and thee, I vow, that never henceforth 
Diſgrace, reproof, lawleſs affeftions, threats, 
Or what can be ſuggeſted *painſt our Marriage, 
Shall cauſe me fake that Bridal-Oach 
That bindes me thine. AndzWinnfride, when ever 
The wanton heat of youth by ſubcle bairs 


Cf 


(3) 
Of beauty, or what womans Arr can pradtice» 

Draw me onely loving thee ; ler Heaven 

Infli&t upon _ ſome fearful ruinc. 

I hope thou dol} believe me. Win. Swear no more; 

I am confirm'd, and will reſolve to do 

What you think moſt behoofeful for us. 

Frank, Thus then ; make thy ſelf ready : at the furtheſt honſe 

Upon the Green, without the Town, Unckle 

Expects you. For a lutle time farewel. Win. Sweet , 

We ſhall meet again as ſoon as thou canſt poſſibly 
Frank, We ſhall. One kiſs. Away. @&m.Sir Art.Claringron. 
Sir Art. Frank Thorney. Frank, Here Sir. Sir Arr. Alone ? 

chen mult Irellchee in plain terms, thou haſt wrong'd thy Maſter's 

houſe baſely and lewdly. 
Frank, Y our houſe, & ? Sir Art. YesSiraif the nimble devil 

That wanton'd _ blood, rebell'd __ | 

All rules of honeſt dury. You might, Sir» 

Have found out ſome more fitring place thenhere,. 

Tohave builr a Scewes in. All che Country whiſpers 

How ſhamefully thou haſt undone a Maid, 

Approv'd for modeſt life, for civil carriage» 

Till thy prevailing peryuries entic'd her 

To forfeit ſhame. Will you be honeſt yer ? 

Make her amends and marry her? Frank, So, Sit, 

I Tight bring both _—_ —— ; , 

And that would be a ſhame worſe then < 
Sir 6Art. You ſhould have t on this before, and chem 

Your reaſon would have overſway'd the paſſion 

Of your unruly luſt. Bur thar = may 

Be left without excuſe, toſalve the infamy 

Of my diſgraced houſe, and 'cauſe you are 

A Gentleman and both of you my ſervants, 

I'll make the Maida portion. Fremk, So you promus'd me 

Before, in caſe I married her. I know | 

Sir Arthar Claringten deſerves the credit 

Report hath lent him ; and om you are 

A D:btor to your promiſe : 


What certainty ſhall I reſolve ? ſe me 
B 2 F2: 


« 
For being ſonewhat rude. Sir = 'Tis but reaſon. 


Well Frank , what thinkii of 20p þ, 


And a continual friend? Fre.Though r fortuncs 
Mighe happily prefer me to 2 cho! ties 
Of a far greater portion ;z yet tO.11g 
A Gabe. Maid, and to preſerve your favours 
I am contenc co accept your proffer. Sir Arr. Artthou ? 
Frank, Sir, we ſhall every day bave need croemploy 
The uſc of what you pleaſc to give. 
Sir Art. Thou hake have't. Fre Then I claim your promiſe. 
We are man and wife. Sir Arc. Already ? 
Frank, Andmore then ſo, Irhave pronis'd hes 
Free encertainment in her Unkle's bow 
Neect Wahham Abbey, where ſhe may tecurely 
Sogoutne: till time and my endeavours work + 
My fathers love and liking. Sir Arr. Honeſt Frank, 
Frank, 1 hope, Sir, you will think I cannoc keep her 
Withour a daily charge. Sir Art. As for the money» 
'Tis all chine own ; and chongy | cangoc make thee 
A preſent payment yet thay thalc be ſure 
I will nor fail thee. Fraxk, But our occahons. 
Sir Art. Nay»nay; talk not of your occahions » truſt my boun- 


ty : ic ſhall noc . Halt married het, yfauh Frank ? 
_ "Tis well, 'tis "= well : then Fanfd, 


Once more thou art an honeſt woman. Frank , 
Thou haſt a Jewel. Love her ; ſhe'll deſerve it. 
Andmhen to Wahbew ? Fraxk, She is making ready. 
Her Unkle ſtays for her. Sir Ar:.Matt provident ſpecd. 
Frank , I will be friend, and ſuch a friend, 


| Thou'lt bring her thicher ? Fre Sic,l cannot : newly 


My father ſent me word I ſhould come to-him. 
Sir Art. Marry,anddo: I know thou haſta wit 


To handle him. Frenk, lhave a ſuict'yes. Sir Art. What is't ? 


Any thing, Fraxk,, command it. Fraxky That you'll pleaſe, 

By Letcers coafſure my Father, that 

I am not married. Sir Art. How ? Frank, Some one or other 

Hath cercainly inform'd him that I purpos'd 

To marry Wimn:ifride ; on which he threatned = 
- @ 


ms 


(5) 
To du-inherie me , coprevent it» 
| Lowly I crave you: Letters , which he ſeeing 
| Will crecit ; and I hope ere I return, 
On ſuch conditions as I'll frame, his Lands 
Shall be affur'd. Sir Ars. But what is that to quit 
My knowledge of the marriage? Frank, Why you were noc 
A witneſs tout. Sir gre. I conceive : and then, 
His Land confirmed, thou wilt acquaint hum throughly 
With all that's palt. Frank, I mean no leſs. Sir Art. Provided, 
I never was ries privy tout, Frank, Alas v1.7, 
AmlI artalker? Sr Arr. Draw thy ſelf the Letter , 
I'll put my handtour. I commend thy policy 
Th'art witty, witty Frank; nay, nay, 't1s fits 
Diſpatch it. Fraxk. I ſhall wnte cftectually. Eau. 
S:r Art. Go thy way Cuckow ; have I caught the young man - 
One trouble then 1s freed. He that will feaſt 
At others coll, mutt be a bold fac'd gucit. 
Emer Win. in 4 riding-( wile 
Win. I have heard the news, allnow is lafe. 
e wortt is palt. Sir Arr. Thy lip, wench : Inmultbu 
Farewel, for faſhions ſake ; bur I will vikt thee 
Suddenly, Girl. This was cleanly carried: 
Ha ! was 'tnot Win? Win. Then were my happinets, 
That I in heart repent 1 <xd not bring hun. 
The Dower of a Virgituty. Sits forgive mx ; 
I have been much to blame. Had not tt y Laundreſs 
Given way toyour uniT.oderate watte of Vertue, 
You had noc with ſuch eagerneſs puriu'd 
The error of your goodneſs. Sir Ari. Dear» dear Him 
I hug this Art of thine, it ſhews how cleanly 
Thou cant beguile in caſe occaj;on ſerve, 
To prattice. Ir becomes thee, now we ſhare 
Free ſcope enough» without controle or fear, 
To interchange our plealures ; we will turtei 
In our embraces, Wench. Comexell me, when 
Wilt thou appoint a meeting ? Wir. What toGo ? 
Sir Art. Good, good) to con the leſſon of our loves, 


Our ſecret game, »1in, Obluſh to ſpeak it turthes | 
As 


( 

As y* are a noble Geneleman, SS 
A PA ſo monltrous : "tis nor gently done, 
To open a cur 'd wound. I a ou ſpeak 
For trial ; troch you need nor. Ser Arr. I for trial ? 
Na I, by this good Sun-ſhinz. win. Can you name 
That ſyllable of good, and yer not eremble , 
To think ro what a foul andblack intent, 
You uſe it for an Oath > Ler me reſolve you, 
If you appear in any Viſitation 
That brings not with ic pity for the wrongs 
Done to abuſed Therney, my kinde husband; 
If you infect mine ear with any breath 
That is nor chroughly perfum'd with ſighs 
For former deeds of luſt: May I be curs'd 
Even in my prayers, whn I vouchſafe 
Toſee or hear you. I will change my life, 
From a looſe whorexo a repentant wife. 
' Sir Arr,Wilc thou turn monſter now? art not aſham'd 
Afrer ſo many months to be honeſt at laſt ? 
Aways away fic on'c. Win. My reſolution 
Is built upon a Rock. Thi: very day 
Young There vow'd with Oaths nor to be doubted, 
Thar never any change of love ſhould cancel 
The bonds in which we are to cicher bound) 
Of lalling rruch. And ſhall I then for my parc 
Unhle the ſacred Oath ſet on Record 
In Heaven's Book ? Sir Arthur , do not ſtudy 
To add to your laſct\ious luſt, the fin. 
Of Sactrilzdge : for if you but endeavour 
By any unchaſle word to _ my conſtancy, 

ou {trive as much as in you hes to ruine 
A Temple hallow2d to the punity 
Of holy Marriage. I have ſaidenough : 
You may believe me. Sir Arr. Get you to your Nunnerys 
There freeze in your old Cloytter. Thus 1s fine. 

Win. Good Angels guide me. Sir,ycu'l give me leave 
To weep and pray for your co erfion. 

Sir Art. YeS,1way toWaltham. Pox on your honelty. 


Had 


EY 


\// 

Had you no orher trick to fool me? Well, 
You may Want Mony yet. Wn. None that 1'll ſend for 
To you, for hire of a damnation. 

When I am gone, think on my juſt complaint : 

I was your Devil, O be you my Saint ! £x1 Win. 

Sir Art. Go, go thy ways, as changeable a baggage 
As ever cozen'd _—__ I'm glad I'm rid of her. 
Honeſt ? marry hang her. Therney 18 my Debcor, 
I chought to have paid hit roo : bur fooks have forrune, Exi S.A. * 


SCAN. 2. 


Emter Old Thorney) and Old Carter. 

O. Thor. You offer Mr. Carter, like a Gentleman >» 
I cannot finde fault with it, *ris (© fair. 

O. Cart. No Gentleman, I, Mr. Thorne) ; ſpare the Maſterſhips 
call me by my name, John Carter ; Maſter 1s a title my Father, nor 
his before hin, were acquainted with. Honcit Herrferſhire Yeo- 
men, ſuch an one amTI ; my word and my deed ſhall be proved one 
at all times. Imean to give you no ſecutity for the Marriage- 
money. 

O. Thor. How ? no ſecurity ? although it need nor, ſo long as 
you live ; yet who is he has ſurety of his life one hour ? Aﬀen, 
the Proverb _ mortal : elſe,for my part, I diſtruſt you not» 
were the ſum double. 

O. Cart. Double, trebble, more or leſs ; I cell you , Mr. Thor- 
ney » I'll give no ſecurity. Bonds and Bills are but Tarriers to 
catch Fools, and keep lazy Knaves buhe ; my ſecurity thall be pre- 
ſent payment. And we here , about Edmeron, hold preſent pay- 
ment as ſure a5 an Alderman's Bond in London, Mr. Thorney. 

O. Thor. I cry you mercy, Sit, I underſtood you nor. 

O. Care. I like young Frexk well, ſo does my Swſan too. The 
Cirl has a fancy to him, which makes me ready in my Purſe. There 
be other Suitors within, that make much noe tolittle purpoſe. It 
Frank love Sue , Sue ſhall have none but Frazk, *Tis a man- 

'nerly Girl, Mr. Thorney, though but an homely man's Daughter. 
There have worſe Faces look'd out of black Bags, Man. 

O. Thor. You ſpeak your minde freely and honeſtly. Imar- 

vel my Son comes not :; Iam {ure he will be here ſo:netine to 


day. 


O.C art. 


| : Cw 

O. Cart. To day of to morrow, when he comes be (hall be wel- 
com: to Bread, Beer and Beef, Yoeman's fare ; we have no Kick- 
ſhaws : full Diſhes, whole belly-fulls. Should I dier three days at 
one of the ſender Ciry-Suppergyou mught fend me co Barber-Sur- 
geons Hall che fourth day , to hang up for an Anatomy. ---- Here 
come they that —— Fat 
How now Girls ? every day play-day with you ? 

Emer VV arbeck wahSulan, Somerton with K ather ine. 
Valentine's day to0, all by couples ? Thus will young folks do when 
we are laid in our Graves, Mr. Therwey. Here 's all the care they 
take. And how do you fince the VVenches , Gentlemen ? have 
they any minde to a looſe Gown and a trait Shove > VVin'em, 
and weat'em. They ſhall chule for themſelves by my conſent. 

Warb. You ſpeak like a kinde Father, Swe , thou heare(t 
the liberty that 's granted thee. V Vhar ſayeſt thou ? wilt thou 
be mine ? 

Suſ. You: what, Sir? Idare ſwear, never your wife. 

Warb. Canit thou be ſo unkinde ? conſidering how dearly I af- 
fect thee ; nay» dote on thy perfections. 

Suſ. You are tiudied too Scholar-like in words : I underilan4 
not. Iam too courſe for ſuch a Gallants love as you are. 

Warb. By the honour of Gentility. 

Suſ. Good Sir,no iwearing : yea and nay with us 
Prevails above all oathes you can invent. 
| Warb. By this white hand of thine. S#ſ. Take a falſe oath ? 
Fic, fie, flatter the wile : fools not regardit ; and one of theſe 
am 1, 

Warb. Dolt thou deſpiſe me ? 

O. Cari. Let 'emtalk on, Mt. Therney. I know Sue 's inde. 
The Flye may buz about the Candle, he ſhall but ſinge his V Vings 
when all 's done. Frank:, Frank is he has her heare. 

Sow. But ſhall I live in hope,K are ? 

Kat. Better foxhen be 4 deſperate man. 

Sem. Perhaps thou thinklt ic is thy Portion 
I level at: wert thou as poor in Fortunes, 

A5 thou art :ich in Goodnels ; I would rather 
Be Suiror for the Dower of thy Vertues, 
Then vice chy Father 's whole Ettate ; and pruhee - 


»,. ial . "Fk.. wo 
Þ- cho rcluliey os, 


Kat. M:, 


(s ) 
K at. Mr. Soneerton, it is an catic labour to deceive 
A Maid that will believe Mens ſubcil promiſes : 

Yer I conceive of you as worthily 

As I preſume you do deſerve. Some. Which is 

As worthily in loving chee hncerely, 

AS thou art worthy to be ſo belov'd. 

Kat. 1 hall findetimeto try you. Sown. Do, Kare, do: 
And when I fail, may all my joys forſake me. 

O. (art. beet nd Sme are at it (hill. Tlaugh to myſelf, Mr. 
Therne , tOlce how carneltly he bears the Buſh, while the Bird is 
flown 1nto anothers boſom. A very unth:itt, Mr. Thorzey ; one 
of the Country roaring Lads : we have ſuch as well as the Ciry, 
and as arrant Rake-hetls as they are, though not ſo nimble ac their 
prizes of wit. Sue knows the Raskal to an hairs breadrh, and will 
hc him accordingly. 

O. T hor. What is the other Gentleman ? : 

O. Cart. One Somerton , the honeiter man of the rwo, by y /. 
in every fione-weight. A civil Fellow. He hasa fine convenient E- 
[tae of land in 3Weff-ham by Eſſex. M. Ranges that dwells by Exfield, 
ſent him hither. He likes Kare well. I may tell yousl think ſhe likes 
him as well. 1t they agree, I'llnot hinder the match for my part. 
But that Yarbect 15 ſuch another I uſe him kindly for Mr. 
Somerton 's ſake : for he came hither hrit as a Companion of his. 
Honett wen, Mr. Thorne), may fall into Knaves company, now and 
then. 

+ Harb. Thrice hundreda yeer Joynture, Se. 

Suſ. Whiere lies its by Sea or by Land? I think by Sez. 

Warb, Do llooklike a Captain? Swſ. Not a whit, Yr. 
Should all that uſe the Seas be reckon'd Captains, 

There's nor a Ship ſhould have a Scullion in her 

To keep her clean. Y/arb. Do you ſcorn me, MrsSuſan * 
Am I a ſubje& to be jeer'd at ? Sf. Neither 

Am I a property for you to uic 

As ſtale to your fond wanton looſe diſcourte. 

Pray Sir be civil. M#4arb. VV'ilt be angry,V Vaſp / 

O. Cart. God-a-metcy , Swe. She'll firk him on my hte, if he 
furble with her. Emer Frank. 
Mr, Francs Thorne», you arc welcome indeed. 


Yoo 


% 


\owy 
Your Fatherex i How does the night ivyor (kj 
ful Knighr,Sir p rs wet Matjer ? _ ln 

Frank, Inhe:lth this morning. © Sar» my cury. Os Ther. Now 
You cone as I could wiſh. ' ark. Frarck Therney, ha | 

Swſ. You Tult excule me. Freak, Vertyous. Mrs Ssſax. 
Kinde Mrs. Katherine. Genthkerens to both Salutes them. 
Good time 0o'uh* days Sew. The like ro you. Harb. 'Tis he. 

A word,Friend. On my lifes this 1s the Man 
Mans fau in c:othmg Suſan's love rome. 

Sow. Ithinknol:s, Be wie, andtake no none on't. 
H- that can wilt her, beſt deſerves ber. 12rd. Marry 
A Servingman? meiv. Soms.. Prethee Friend no more. 

O, Care, Gentlemen all> there's within a {light Dinner ready aut 
you pleaſe ro ratte of ut : Mr. Therney, Mr. Francs > Mr. Somer- 
torn. VVhy Girls ? what, Huſwives, will you ſpend all your tfore- 
noon 1n tictle-rattles ? away : It's well yfauh. VVill you goin, 
Gentlemen ? 

O. Thor. VVe'll follow prejencly : my Son and 1 
have a tevy yords of bulineſs. O.C ars At your pleaſure, Ex.the 

O. T boy. 1 think you gueſs the reaſon, Frank , for which reft. 
I ſent for you. , Frank. Yes, $17. O. Ther. I need not tell you. 
V Vith what a labyrinth of dangers dayly 
The beſt part of my whole Eftare's encumbred : 

Nor have I any Clkw to winde it outs 

But what occation proffers me. VVherein 

It you ſhould faukers I ſhall have the ſhane, - 

And you the lois. On theſe two points relic 

Our ha: pinefs.or rue. IF you marry 

V'Vith wealthy Carter 's Daughter, there's a Portzon 


VVill ftee ry Land: all which F-will in{tate 


Upon the marriage tro you. Onherwiſe, 

I Tutt be of neceility enforc'd 

To make a preſent ſale of all : and yet 

For oug' t 1 know, live 1n as poor dultreſs , 

Or worie, then now I do, You hear the ſum : 

I cold you thus before. Have you con(idered on't ? 
Frank. 1 bave, Sir. And however I could wiſh 


To enjoy the benefit of ſingle Freedom ». R 
, or 


(11) 
For that I findeno 108 in me 
To undergo the Cr—_ care 
Thar Marriage brings withic ; Yettoſecure 
And ſettle the continuance of your Credic, 
I humbly yield to be directed 
In all commands. O. Ther. You have already us'd 
Such thriving proceſ}ations tothe Maid, 
That ſhe is wholly yours. And ſpeak che truth, 
You love her,do you nat ? Frank. "Twere pi Y» Ut, 
I ſhoulddeceive her. O. Thor. Better y had been unborn. 
Bur is your love ſo m_y that you mean, | 
Nay, more, deſire to make her your Wife ? Frank, Elſe, Sir, , 
It were a wrong nar © be righeed. O. Thor. Truc, 
Ic were : and you Will marry her ? Frank, Heaven proſper is : | 
Idointend it, O. Ther. O thou art a Villain ! 
A Devil like a Man. VVhercein have 1 
Offended all the Powers ſo much, to be 
Father to ſuch a graceleſs godleſs Son ? | 
Frank, To me, Sr this ? ner | O. They. To thee, 
Son of my curſe. Speak truth, and bluſh, thou monſter, 
Haſt thou not martied #/mmfride ? a Maid 
Was fellow-ſervant with thee. Fre. Some (wife ſpirit : 
Has blown this news abroad. \Lrral(t out-face it. 
O.Ther. D'you ſtudy for excuſe ? why all the country 
Is full on't. Fre. Wuth your licenſc,'us not charitable, 
I am ſure 1t is not fatherly, ſo much 
To be o'reſway'd with creduJous conceit 
Of meer impoſiibilities. Bur Fathers 
Are p:1\iledg'd to think and talk at pleaſure. 
O.Thor. Why canft thou yet deny thou halt no wite ? 
Frank, What do you take me for ? an Atheilt? 
One that nor hopes the bleſſedneſs of lite 
Hereafter, neither fears the vengeance due 
To ſuch as make the Marnage-bed an Innc, 
VVhich Travellers day and night» | 
After a toylſome lodging leave at pleaſure ? 
Am I become ſo inſenftble of lofhng 
The glory of Creations work ? My ſoul ! 
C2 O 


(12) : 
O I tave liv'd roo long. O.Ther.Thou haſt diſſembler; 
Darelt thou perſevere yet ? and pull down wrath 
As hot as flames of hell, ro (trike thee ouick 
Into the Grave of horror ? I believe thee noe. 
Gert from my light. Frey. Sir, though mine innocence 
Needs not a {tronger witneſs then the cleernceis 
Of an unp-riſh'd conicience ; yer for that 
I was enform'd, how mainly you had been 
Poſleſs'd of this untruth, Toquir all ſcruplz 
Pleaſe you peruſe this Letter : 'ris ro you. 

O. Ther. From whom? Fran. Sir Arther Claringron my Malter, 

O. Thor. Wc<cll, Sir. 

Fran, On every (ide I am diltrafted : Am waded deeper into 
miſchief, chen vertne can avoid. Bur on I muſt : Fare leads me : 
I will follow. There you read what may confirm you. 

O. Thor. Yes, and wonder at it. Forgrve me, Frank, Credulity 
abus'd me. My tears expreſs my joy : and Iam ſorry I injur'd in- 
NOCence. 

Fraxk, Alas ! I knew your rage and grief proceeded from your 
love ro me : ſol conceiv'd it. 

O. Ther. My good Son, 1'll bear with many faults in thee here- 
after. Bear thou with mifie. 

Frank, The peace is ſoon conclInded. 

Emer Old C arter. 

O. Cart. VVhy Mr. Thermey, d'ye mean to ralk out your din- 
ner ? the Company attends your coming. What multic be, Mr. 
Frank_, or Son Frank ? Iam plain Dunltable. 

O. Ther. Son, Brocher, if your Daughter like to have u ſo. 

Frank. 1dare be confident , ſhe's not alrer'd 
From what I left her ar our parting laſt: 

Are yousfair Maid ? S»ſ. You took too ſure pofiefſion 
Of an engaged heart. Frank, Which now I challenge. 

O. Carr. Mitrry and much good may i do thee, Son. Take her 
ro thee. Get me a brace of Boys at a burthen, Frazk, The nur- 
ting thall noc ſtand thee in a pennyworth of Milk. Reach ber 
home and ſpare not. VVhen's the day ? 

O. Ther. Tomorrowat you pleaſe. To uſe ceremony 
2f charge and cuttomnewere to little purpoſe : 
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Their loves are marticd faſt enough alceady. 

O. Cart. A good motion. VVe'lle'en have an houſhold Din- 
ner ; andlet the Fiddlers goſcrape. Let the Bride and Brigegroom 
dance at night togerher : no martrer for the Guetts, To morrow, 
Swe, to morrow. Shall's co Dinner now ? 

O. Ther. VVc arc on all fides pleas'd, I hope. 

S#ſ. Pray Heaven I may deſerve the blefling ſenc me. 

Now my heart 1s ſettled. Frank, So is mine. 

O. Carr. Your Marriage-moncy ſhall b: recein'd before your 
VVedding-ſhooes can be pull'd on. Bleſſing on you both. - 

Frank. No Man can hide his ſhame from Heaven that \iews him. 
In vain he flees, whoſe deſtiny pyrſues hin. £xenn Omnes. 


A © Yo 3 Þ Sea. 1: 


Emer Elizabeth Sawyer, gathering ſticks. E 
Sew). Nd why on me ? why ſhould the env ious r(d | 
A Throw all their ſcandalous malice upon me ? 
Cauſe 1 am poor, deform'd and ignorant, 
And like a Bow buckl'd and bent together, 
ſome more ſtrong in miſctuefs then my ſelf ? 
Mult I for that be made a common fink, 
For all che filth and rubbiſh of Men's tongues 
To fall and run into? Some call me VVuch; 
And being 1gnorant of my ſelf, they go 
About to reach me how to be one : urging, 
That my bad tongue (by their bad uſage mage ſo) 
Foreſpeaks their Cattle, doth bewitch their Corn, 
Themſelves, their Servants, and their Babes at nurſe. 
This they enforce upon me : and in part Emter O.Lanks. 
Make me ro credit it» And here comes one 
Ot my chuef Adverſaries. 
 O-.Baxk,Our, out upon thee, VVitch. Sawy.Dolt call me VVirch? 
O. Bank. Ido, VVitch, I do : and worſe I would, knew Ianume 
more hateful. VVhat makelt thou upon my ground ? 
Saw). Gather a few rotten flicks to warm me. 


O.Bazk, 
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O.Barzk, Down wich them when I bid thee quickly ; 
1'll make thy bones rattle in thy stin cle. 

Sawj. Vou-won't, Churl, Cur-throat, Miſer : rhere they be. 
_ they Rnck crols thy throat » thy bowels , thy maw » thy 
rmidri 

O. Baxk, Sayltthoumeſo? Hag , our of my ground. 

Saw). Dott tirike me, flave ? curnudgeonmow thy boges aches, 
thy 5oynts cramps, and coawathone Rretch and crack thy ſinews. 

O..Bank, Curtmg, thou Hag ! cake that, atnd thac. Ex, 

Saw). Serike, do, and witber'd may rhathand and arm 
Whoſe blows have lam'd :me, drop frami the rorren Trunk 
Abuſe me |! beat me ! call me Hag and Wucch |! 

What 1s the name ? where and by what Art learn'd ? 
Whac ſpells, what charms» Or invecenens? - - -- - — 
May the thing call'd Familiar be purchas'd? 

Emer Toung Banks, amd cbree ar four more. 

Y. Baxk, A ncw head for the Tabor , and filver tipping for the 
Pipe. Remember that, and forger nor five leſh of nevw Bells. 

1. Double Bells : Crooked Lee ye ſhall have 'emraighc in. 
Crooked Laze : double Bells all» if ic be b | 

Y. Bank, Double Bells? double Coxcombs ; Trebles : buy me 
Trebles , all Trebles : for our purpoſe is to be in the Alticudes, 

2- All Trebles ? nat a Mean ? 

Y. Bank, Nox one : The Morrice is ſo caſt , we'll have nexther 
Mean nor Baſe in our company, Fellow R owland. 

7. Y Vhat? nora Counter ? 

Y. Bank, By no means, no hunting Counter ; leave that to Eu- 
ile Chaſe-Men : all Trebles, all in the Alrirudes. Now for the 
dupohng of Parts in the Morrice, hctle orno labour will ſerve. 

2. If you that be minded to follow your Leader, know me » an 
ancient Honor belonging co our houſe, for 2 Fore-horſe, team3and 
for gallanc in a Morrice : my Father's Stable is noc unfurnuh'd. 
: 3- So much for the Fore-horſe : but how for a good Hol by- 

Orſe ? 

Y. Baxh, For a Hoi by-horſe > Let me ſee an Almanack. 
Midſnnemer-Moon, ket me ſee ye. V Vhen the Moon's m che tull, 
then's wit in the wane. No more. Uſe your beſt skill. Your Mor- 
rice will ſuffer an Ecliple. 


. & 


\ 
£ 
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: Talk of Familiars in the ſhape of Mice, 
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1: An Echple? Y. Bank, Atltrange onz2. 2. Strange ? 

Y. Banh. Y<s, and moſt ſudden. Remember the For. allint, 
and frrger th: Hohby-horſe. The wnole bo.!y of your biortrice 
will bez darkned. There be of uzs Bur 'tis uo matter. Fo. gue 
the Ho by-horſe, 

1. Cuddy Barks, have you forgot lince he pac'd it from Emile 
Chaſe to Edmonton ? Cuddy, hoaett (addy, calt thy 1luff, 

Y. Baxk. Suffer may ye all. I ſhall be known, I can rake win? 
ealc as well as anothzr Man. S2ck your Hoby-hotie where you 
can get him. 

I. Cuddy , honelt Cuddy » we confeſs , and are (arty for our 
negkect. ; C 

2. The old Horſe ſhall have a new Bridle. 

3- The Capatiſons neiv painted. : 

4- The Tall repur'd. 

1. The Snatfic and the Boſſes new ſaffron'd o're. 1. Kinde: 

2. Honett: 3. Lovingangenious: 4- Aﬀabl: Cuddy. 

Y. Bavk, To ſhew I am nor flint ; but affable, as you lay, very 
well ttufr, a kinde of warm Dowe or Puff-palte, I relent, 1 connive, 
mit affable Jack: ler rhe Hobby-torſe provide a ſirong back, 
he ſhall not want a belly when lam in 'em. But Uds me, Mothes 


Sawyer. 


I. The old Witch of Edmworwon, If our mitth be not crols'd. 

2. Bleſs us,Cwudady, and het hes curſe her tother eye out. VVhat 
dolt now ? 

Y. Bank, Ungirt, wnbleſ1'ds lays the Proverb. But my Girdle 
ſhall ſerve a riding knit : and a hg for all the VVitches in Chri- 
ftendom. V Vhat wouldit thou ? 

1. The Divel cannot abide to be cro(s'd. 

2. And ſcornsro come at any man's \huttle. | 

3. Away 4: VVith the VVitch. 

Omn. Away with the VVitch of Edmonton. Fx.n fraxy poſtur. 

Saw). Still vex'd ? fill ronur'd ? That Curmudgeon Banks 
Is ground of all my ſcandal. Lam ſbunn'd | 
And hated like a ſickneſs : made a ſcorn 
To all degrees and ſexes. I have heard old Beldarnes 


Rats, Ferrets, VVealcls, and] wor not whats 


\ . a | 
That have appear'd, and ſuck'd, ſome ſay their blood. 
Bur by what means they came acquainted with them, 
I'm now ignorant : would ſome power good of bad 
In{truct me which way I might be reveng'd 
Upon rhis Churl, I'd go out of my ſelf, 
And give this Fury leave to dwell within 
Thus ruin'd Cottage, ready to fall with age : 
Abjuce all goodneis : be ar hate wich prayer ; 
And f'udy Curſes, Imprecations, 
Blatphemous ſpeeches, Oaths, dereſted Oarhs , 
Or anything Card ill; ſo 1 might work . 
Revenge upon this Miſers this black Cur, s 
That barks, and tires, and fucks the very blood 
Of mcxand of my credit, "Tis all one, 
To be a VVitchy as to be counted one. 
Vengeance, ſhame, ruine, light upon thac Canker. 
| Emer Dog. 

Dog, Ho ! have Tfound thee curfing ? now thou art mince own. 

Saw). Thine ? whar art thou ? 

Dog. Hz thou haſt ſo often importun'd to appear to thee , rhe 
D-vil. ; 

Saw). Bleſs me ! the Devil ? | 

Dog. Come, do nor fear, 1 love thee much coo well 
To hurt or fright thee. If Ifeem rernble, 
Ic isco ſuch as hate me. I have found 
Thy love unfeign'd ; have ſeen and piried 
Thy open wrongs, and come our of my love 
To give thee jult revenge againſt thy toes. 

Saw). May I believe thee ? 

Dog. Toconfirm't, command me — 
Do any miſchief unto Man or Bealt , 
And I'llefte& it , on condition, | 
That uncompell'd chou make a deed of Gifr 
Of Souland Body to me. Sawy. Out, alas ! 
- My Souland > Dey. And chat inſtantly, 

 Andſeal it with thy : if thou denieſt, 

I'll cear thy body in a thouſand pieces. 

Sawy. I knov; not where toſeek relief : Bur (hall I 


_ 


Aiter 


Afcer ſuch Covenants ſeal'd, ſee full 
On all chat wrong me ? Dog. Hashas filly woman ! 
The Devil is no lyer co ſuch as he loves. 
Didit ever know or hear the Devil a [yer 
Toluch as he affe&s? 

Sew). VVhen I am thine, at leaſt fo much of me, 
As Icancall mine own. Dog. Equiroemions ? 
Arc mane or no ? ſpeak, or I'll reat. Sexy. All thine. 


Dog. Seal't mth thy blood. . | Sucks her avmerhen 
Sec, now 1 dare call mine ; der and lightning. 


- For proof, conmand me» inſtantly I'll run, 
To any miſchief, goodneſs can 1 none. 


Saw). And I detire as little. There's anold Churl, "one Banks-- 
Dog. That wrong'd thee : he lam'd thee, call'd thee VVirehb: ' 


Saw). The ſame : firlt him T'ld be reveng'd. 
Dog. Thou ſhale : Dobut name how. 
Saw. Go, touch his life, 
Dog. I cannor. 
Saw). Haſt thou not vow'd ? Go, kill the ſlave. 
Dop. 1 wonnor. . 
Saw). I'll cancel then my gifr. 
Dog. Ha, ha ! Sawy. Dolt laugh ? 
V Vhy wile nor kill him? Dog. Fool, becauſe I cannoc. 
Though we have power, know, it is citcummſcrib'd, 
And i'd in limits : though he be curs'dto thee, 
Yet of himſelf he 1s loving to the world, 
And charitable to the poor. Now Men 
That, as he, love goodneſs, thoughin ſmalleſt meaſure, 
Live wuhout compaſs of our reach. His Cattle 
And Corn, I'l! kill and mildew : bar his life *- 
(Unil Irake hym, as I late found thee, 
Curſing and ſwearing) I have no power ro rouch. - 
Sew. Work on his corn and cattle then. Dog. I ſhall. 
Ihe VVitch of £46 ſhall ſee his fall. 
f (ie ar lgaft pn fer in my powers 
And iti mine oely ; Make Ons es mes 
And none but mg. $aw. Say how, and inwhat manner ? 
Dog. I'K roll rhee when chow withelt 11]; 
D 
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Corn, Man or Beaſt, would ſpoyl nc. kill, 
Turn thy hack againit the Sun, 
—p nas bebo 6 | 
If rheu to death or ſhame pur ſue 'em, 
Saxtt ibicerur wade r= 2 

Saw). If then to drath or ſhame pur ſue 'em» 
Santlibecetur nomen twum. 

Dog. Perfett. Farewel. Our firſt-made promiſes 
We'il put in execution againlt Banks. Ears 

Saw). Contamine!ur nomen tuxem. 1'7 an expert Scholar ; 

Sreak Latine, or 1 know not well what Language, 
As-well as rhe belt of 'em. Burt who cones he ©? Emer Y. Ba. 
The Son of my worlt Foe. To death parr ſue 'em» 


Er ſanttabecetur nomen twam. 
Y. Bank, What 's that ſhe murnbles ? the Devils Pater nefter ? 


Would it were elſe. Mother Sawyer, Good morrow. 

Saw). llmorrow to thee , and all the world, that flout a poor 
eld wonan. To death pur ſue 'em, and ſarttabacerur nomen tuwm. 
| Y. Bank, Nay , good Gammer Sawyer » What e're it pleaſes my 
Father co call yous I knory you are Sawy. A Witch, 

Y. Bank, A Witch ? would you were clic yfaith. 

Saw. You: Father knows I am by this. 

Y. Bank, 1 would he did. 

Sawy. And ſoin time may you. : 

Y. Bank, 1 would I might elſe. But Witch or no Witch , you 
are a motherly wonan : and though my Father be a kinde of God 
bleſs ur, as they ſay » Thave an earneſt ſuirtoyou ; and if you'll 
be ſo kinde to ka me one good turn » I'll be ſo courteous as to kob 


you another. 
Sew). VVhat's that ? ro ſfurn, beat me» and call me V Vitch, 
as your kinde Father doth ? 
If he has 


Y. Bank, My Father ? Iam afnam'd to own him. 
hurr the head of thy credit» there's money ro buy thee a Playſter : 
and a imall courrehe I would require at thy hands. 

Saw). You ſeen a good young Man , and I mult diſlemble, the 
becrer roaccoTpliſh my revenge. But for this Glver,what wouldtt 
have me do ? bewirch thee ? 


Y. Bark, No, by no means ; 1am bewitc'i'dalready. 1 woul.i 


have 
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have thee ſo good as to unwitch me, or witch another wich me for 
company. 

Saw). underſtand thee nor. Be plain, my Son. 

Y. Baxh, As a Pike-{taff, Mother : you know Kare Carter. 

Sew). The wealthy Yeomans Daughter. What of her ? 

: Y. Bark, That ſame Party has bewitch'dme. 

Sawy. Bewitch'd thee ? 

Y. Bank, Bewitch'd mes Hiſce auribus. 1 (aw a little Devil flic 
out of her eye like a Burbolt , which flicks ar this hour up to the 
F<athers in my heart. Now my requeſt is , to ſend one of thy 
whar d'ye call 'ems » either to pluck that out , or ſtick another as 
fait in hers. Do, and here's my hand , I am thine for three lives. 

Saw). We ſhall have ſport. Thou art in love with her. 

Y. Bank, Up tothe very hilts, Mother. 

Sawy. And thou'ldft have me nfiake her love thee too. 

Y. Baxk, I think ſhe'll provea VVitch in carnelt., Yes, I 
could finde in my heart to {inke her three quarters deep in love 
with me 00 

Saw). But dolt thou think that T can do'r, andI alone ? 

Y. Bank, Trucly > Mother Witch , I do verily believe ſo : and 
when I ſec it done; I ſhall be half perſwaded ſo too. 

Saw). It's enough. V Vhat Art can do, be ſure of : turn tothe 
Welt, and whatſoe'er thou heareſt or ſeeſ?, ſtand filent, and be noc 
afraid. She ſt amps. 

Emer the Dog; he fawn; and leaps nyon her. 

Y. Bank, Afraid, Mother Witch ? turn my face to the Weſl ? 
I ſaid I ſhould always have a back-friend of her ;and now it's out, 
And her lictle De il ſhould be hungry, come ſneaking behinde me, 
like a cowardly Catchpole , andclap his Talents on my Haunches. 
'Tis woundy cold ſure. I dudder and ſhake like an Aipen-leaf e- 
very joynt of me. 

Saw). To ſcandal and diſgrace purſue 'em, 

Et ſanitabicetur nomen tuum. 
How now» my Sony how 1s't ? Exit Dogy. 

Y. Bank. Scarce in a clean life, Mother Witch. Bur did your 
Gobblin and you ſpout Latine rogerher ? 

Sawy. A kinde of Charm 1 work by. Did(t thou hear me ? 

Y. Bark. 1 heard I know not the Devil what mule in a ſcurvy 

D 2 baſe 
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biſe tone , like a Dram that had caken cold ip the head the halt 
Muſter. Very comfortable words ; what were they aud who 
caught them you? X 

Saw), Agteat learned Man. 

Y. Bank, Learned Man? learned Devil +2 wis as ſoon > Bur 
what ? what coTfo:rable nets #b6ur the Party? - 

Saw), Who: Kate Carter ? I'll tell the&y hou knowlt the Syle ar 
tne Welt-cnd of thy Father 's Peaſe-Field , be there tro mor row- 
night after Sun-ſct ; andthe firft hve thing thou ſeett , be ſure ro 
follow, and that ſhall bring thee to thy Love. 

Y. Bank, In the Peaſe-field ? Has ſhe a minde coCodlings al- 
ready ? The firſt living ching I meet , you ſay , ſhall bring me. 
ro her. | 

Saw). To a (ight of ber, I mem. She will ſeem wantouly coy, 
and fice thee : but follow her clote, and boldly : do bac embrace 
her in chy arms once, and ſhe 15 thine own. | 

Y. Bark, Atthe Style , at the Welt-end of my Father's Peaſc- 
land ,the firſt live thing 1 ſee ,, follow and embrace ker z and the 
ſhall be thinz. Nay, and I corre to embracing once, ſhe ſhallbe 


mine ; I'll go neer to make at Eagkcelfe, | Exit. 
Saw). A ball well bandied : now the fer 's half won: 
The Father's wrong I'll tyreak upon the Son. Sy - 
SCAN. 2. 


Enter Carter, Warbeck, Somercon. | 

Carr. How noxv Gentlemen , cloudy > I know Mr. Farbect:, 
you arc in a fog abont my Daughters marriage. 

Warb, And can you blame mes Sir ? . 

Cart. Nor you tte juftly. VVedding and hanging ate tied up 
both in 2 P:overb ; and Detiuny is the Juggler thar wares the knor. 
My hope 1s , you arc referred tp a richer forrume chen my poor 
D2ughter. ; | 

Warb, However, your promiſe. 

Cart. 15a kinde'of debr, I confels its. 

Warb. V Vhich honeſt men thould pay 

Cart. Yet ſore Gentlemen break in that point > now and chen, 
by your leaves Str. | 

Som. 
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Foun, 1 confeſs thoukeft ha a licele wrong im che VVench:: bur. 
paticnce is the onely ſatve ro cure ic ——_—_— A won the 
VVench, he hasmott reaſon ro waar her. . 

Warb. Loven this kinde admics no reaſon to wear her. 

Carr. Then love's a fool, and what wiſe man will take exception? 

Som. Come, frolick Ned, were every man maſter of his own for- 
cune, Fare might pick (ſtraws; and Defiuay go a wont-gathering, 

Warb. Youhold yours ina firing changhe 'Tis Well : buc if there 
be any equity, look thou to meer the like uſage e're long. 

Som. In ny love co her Sifter Karcher ine ; Indeed, they arc a 
pair of Arrows drawn out of one Quiver,and ſhould ſhe at an even 
length, if ſhe dorun efrer hoe Silter, 

Warb. Look for the ſame mercy at my hands » &s Thave received 
at thine. 

Some. She'll keep a ſurer compaſs. 1 have coo ftrong a confi- 
dence to multrult her. ' 

Warb. And thar confidence is a winde» that has blown many a 
matried Man aſhore at Cuckolds Haven , Ican tell you ; 1with 
yours more proſcerous though, 

Carr. VVhate're you "—_ I'HK matter my promule to him. 

Warb. Yes,as youcid to me. 

Cart. No more of that , if youlove me. But for the more al- 
furance , the next offer 'd occaſion ſhall confurnmate the Marriage : 
and thar once ſeal'd;: 

Enter Young Thorney and Suſan, 

Som. Leave the mannave of the rett to my care. Bur ſee,the 
Bridevroom and Bride cores ; the new pair of Shefferild-Knives 
firted both ro one ſheath. 

Barb, The Sheath might have becn beter fitted, if ſome body 
a2d their duc. - Buto—— 

' Cart. No harſh langnage , if thou lovelt me, Frank Thorney 
has done ——— 

Warb. Nomore then I, or thou, or any man, things ſoftancing, 
would have atterrpred. 

Som. Good morrow Mr. Bridegr00:t. 

Waerb, Come , give thee joy. Maylt thou wt haxpy 
in thy fair choice. 


Y. Thor. 1 chank yee Gentlemen. Kinde Mr. Warbeck, , } find 
you loving. Warb, 
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Warb. Thorne, that creature, A good do rhee wich her) 
Vyrtuz and bezury hold fair mixruce in her. 

S$h-"s rich no dou" in boch. Yer were ſhefairer, 
Thou arr right worthy of her. Love her, Ther=ey» 
"Tis nobl-neis in thees in her tut ducy. 

The march is fair and equil : the tucceſs 

} leave to centure, Farewel, Mrs. Bride : 

Till now eletcd; thy old ſcorne deride.  . Ext. 

Som. Good. Mr. Therne). 

Carr. Nays you ſhall nor part cill you (ce the Barrels run a-tilr, 
Gentlemen. E x1. 

Suf. V Vhy change you your face, ſweet-Heart ? 

Y.Thor. VVho? 1? For nothing, 

S»/. Dear, ſy nor ſo : a Spiric of your conſtancy cannot endure 

a1s change for noching. I have oblerv'd ({trange variations in you. 

Y. Thor. In:me? | 

Swf. in you, Sir. Awake : you ſeem to dream, and in your le 
'0u utter ſudden and dittracted accents , like one at enmicy wit 
22ace. Dear loving Husband , if I may dare to challenge any 
neere(t in you, give me the realon fully : you may crult my breſt as 
afely as your own. 

Y. Thor. VVich what ? you half amaze me,pruthee. 

Swſ. Come, you ſhall not ; indeed, you ſhall not ſhut me from 
partaking the lealt diſlike that grieves you. I am all yours. 

Y. Thor. And [all thine, 

Saſ. Youare not if you keep the leaſt grief from me : bur I find 
the cauſe ; it grew from me. 

Y: Thor. From you ? 

Saf. From one diltalte in me or my bzhaviour : you are not 
kinde in the concealment. *Las, Sir, I am young, filly, and —_ , 
more (trange to thoſe contents a wife ſhould offer. Say but in 
what I fail, I'll ftudy ſatisfaction. 

Y. Thor. Come, in nothing. 

Suſ. TI know I do. Knew Fas well in what, you ſhould not | 
be ſullen. Pricthee Love , if I have been immodelt or too bold, 
ſpeak't in a frown : if peeviſhly roo nice, ſhew't ina ſfrile. Thy 
liking is the glaſs by which T'll habit my behaviour. 


Y. Ther. Wherefore doit weep now ? wy 
- 


2 
Suſ. You, weet, have the power ro make me paſſonate as an 
April-day : now ſtile, then weep ; now pale, then crimſon red. 
Youare the powerful Moon of my bloods Sea , to make it ebb or 
flow inte my face, as your looks change. 
Y. Ther. Change thy conceit, I prichee : 
Thou arr all perfection : Diane her ſelf 
Swells in thy thoughts, and moderates thy b:auty. 
VVithin thy left eye amorous Cupid fits 
Feathering Love-thates, whoſe golden he 14s hz dip'd 
— Inthy chaſte brett. Inthe other li-s 
Bluſhing Ado ſcartt in modeſhies, | 
Anditill as wanton Cupid blows Love-hires, 
Adons quznches our unchaſte defires. 
And from theſe two 1 briefly do imply 
A perfect Embleme of thy modeſty. 
Then, prichee Dear, maintain no more diſf ute , 
For where thou ſpeakſtzit's fir all congues bz mure. 
Suſ. Come, cone, thoſe golden (trings of flactery 
Shall nor tie up my ſpeech » Sir ; I mult kno 
The ground of your ciliurbance. Y. Ther. Then look here ; 
For here; here is the f:n in whichchis Hydra 
Of diſcontent grows rank. - 
Suſ. Haven ſheildut : where? 
Y. The.ln mine own boſon : here the cauſe has root; 
Tne poyloned Leeches twilt about my heart, 
And will, I hopes confound me. 
Sxſ. You ſpzak Riddles. 
Y.The.Take't plainly then : 'rwas told me by a won © 
Known and approv'd in Palmeliry, 
I ſhould have two wives. 
Suſ. Two wives ? Sir, I take ic exceeding likely. But let not 
eonceit hurt you : you are afraid ro bury me ? 
Y. Thor. No, no, my Winmfride. 
Suſ. How ſay you ? Wimnifride ? you forget me. 
Y.Thor. No, I forget my elf, Suſan. 
Suſ. In what ? 
Y. Ther. Talking of wives, I pretend #1n»ifrides 
A Maid that at my Mothers waited on me | 
Before thy ſelf, Su/. 
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S'»{, I hope, &, ſhe may live ts rake myplace. Buewhy ſhonld 
Px Fotos mere : : wes > Fatt. 5 29s 
Y. Thor. The poot Gifl, ſhe kas't before chee, and rhit'y rhe 
Fiend ror-ents me. * PER nn pengtns: { | 
Suſ. Yet why ſhould this caiſe muriny wichin you ? hh preſages 
prove often t2Iſe : or ſay it ſhould be true ? 
Y. Ther. That I ſhould have another wife ? 
Suſ. Y<cs, zany ; uf they be good, the bercec. 
Y. Ther. Never any cqual co thee in goodneſs. 
S#ſ. Sir, I could wiſh l were tuch better for you ; 
. Yer it I knw your fate 
Ordain'd you for anoth2r » I could wiſh 
(So wel! 1 love you, and your hopeful pt-aſure) 
\le in my grave, and my poor vertuzs added 
10 my ſucceſſor. 
Y. Thorn. Prichete, priche , talk nor of death or graves ; thou 
;t ſo rare a-goodneſs , as Death would rather pur it ſelf ro death, 
hen murther clice. But We » as all things ell; » are murtable and 
hanging. 
Swſ. Yer you ſtill move 1n your firſt ſphere of diſcontent, Sweer, 
.haſe thoſe clouds of —_— ſhine cleerly on me. 
Y. Thor. At my return I wm. 
S»ſ. Return ? ah me ! will you then leave me ? 
Y. Thor. Foratime I uſt : but how ? as Birds their young, or 
lo.ing Bees their Hives, to fetch hone Ticher dainrits. 
Swſ. Lea\ic me? Now has myfear mer us effet. You ſhall 
not, <olt it my life, you flhall.nor. 
Y. Thor. Why ? your reaſon ? | : 
Suſ. Like ro the Lap-wing have you aff this while wich your: 
ſalt Jove deluded me ? prerening counterfeie ſeriſesfor your gri- 
content, and nv at laſt it is by chance ſtole frox your: * _ 
Y. Thor. What ? what by chance. ? AE Puno 3 : 
Suſ. Your pre-appoiuted meeting of ſingle eorttbare with yonn 
Warbeckh, , pe FTE ; 5 
Y. Thor. Hah | EN PAT ITOCE | o : 
Swſ. Even ſo: difle ble noe ; 'tis r05 appazent. Ten if his took 
Ireadir : deny it not; Tſe 'r apprrent*: coftir my indoings ang 
unto that my life, 1 vill not Ieave you. <a 
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Y. Ther. Not until when ? - Till he and you be Friends. 
Was nine ee of ” 
Wich an old VVirtch, two VVives,and Wixufride ? 
Y'are - py indeed as I imagin'd. 
Y.T bor. more fond by far then I expeQed. 
Ir isa vertue WT thy rhe by 
But of our buſineſs within : and by this kiſs, 
I'!1 anger thee no more ; tromh k 1 will nor. 
S»/. You ſhall have no juſt cauſe, 
Y. Thor, Dear Swe, I ſhall nor. E xenn. 


z 


Ac T.IIIl. Scxn.1. 


Emer Cuddy Banks, and Morice-dancers. 
I. Ay» Cuddy, prithee do not kave us now : if we part all 
N chis night, Lon ſhall not meer before day. w_ 

1. I pnthee, Banks, ler's keep together now. = 

Clow.lf you were wiſe,a word would ſerve : but as you arezI muſt 
be forc'd totell youagain, I have a little private buſineſs» an 
hours work ; it may prove bur an half hours , as luck may ſerve ; 
and then I take horſe andalong with you. Have we e're a Witch 
in the Morice ? 

1. No,no ; no womans part,but Maid-marian,and the Hobby- 
horſe. 

(ow. 1'll have a Wurch ; I love a Witch. 

1. Faith, VVitches themſelves are ſo common now adays, that 
the counterfeit will not be regarded. They ſay we have three or 
four in Edmenton,belides Mother Sewer. 

2+ I would ſhe would dance her part with us. 

3- Sowould not I ; for if ſhe comes, the Devil and all comes 
along with her. 

(low. VVell, I'll have a Witch : I have lov'd a VVitch ever 
ince I play'dar Cherry-pit. Leave me» and get my horſe dreſs'd : 
give him Oars ; but water him not till Icome. VVhither do we 
foot it firſt ? 


2+ To Sir Arthur Clarington's firſtthen whither thou wile. 
Gn E Clow. 
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Chow. Veil, Vam content : but we muſt up to Carcer's, the 
rich Yeoman. I :mnſt be ſeen on Hobby-hocſe there. 

1.01 ſmell htm now : I'M lay my ears Baxkg is in lovexand that's 
the reaton he would walk melancholy by himſeK. 

Clow. Hah | who was that ſaid I was in love? 

1. Not 1. 

2. Nor I. f 

Clow. Goto: ho more of thr, When I nnderſtand what you 
ſp2ak, I know wat you lay : believe that. 

1. VV<ll, 'twas 1, I'll not deny it : 1 meant no hurtin't. I 
hive ſeen you walk up to Carter 's of Cheſſum, Banks, Were nt 
you there lalt Shrovetide ? 

(low. Yes, I was ten diys together there the laſt Shroveride. 

2. Hoy could thar be > when there are but ſeven dayes in the 
week ? 

Clow. Prithee peace, I reckon fila wore, as a Traveller : thou 
underſtandelt as a freſh-water Farmer , that never ſawelt a\veek 
beyond Sex. Ask any Souldier that ever received his pay but in 
the Low Countries, and he'll tell thee there are eight days in the 
week there, hard by. How dolt thou think they riſe in high Ger- 
many, Haly, and thoſe remoxer places ? 

3. Izbur ſrply there are but ſeven days in the week yet. 

Clow. No, ſinply 5 thou undettiande!t. Prithee , look but in 
t"e Lover's Almanack » when he has been bur three days abſent ; 
Oh, ſays he, I hate nor ſeen my Love thele ſeven yeets: there 's 4 
Jong cut. When he comes to her again, and embraces her, O» !ays 
he > now Tethinks I an in Heaven - and that 's a pretty ttep : he 
that can fer upto Heaven inten days, need not repent h1s Journcy- 
You may ride a hundred days in a * wry and be further oft then 
when you ſet forth. ButI pray you, 250d Morrice-mates , noW 
leave me. I will be with you by midniohe. 

1. Well, lincc he will be alone , we'll back acai » and trout le 
tim nomorc. ; 

Omn. But remeTber, Banks. 

Clow. The Hobby-hnrfe ſhall be remer bred. Br hark you : 
vert Poldatu, the Barber's Boy tor the Witch ; becauſe he can ſheiv 
his Arc better then another. Extmnr. 
Wel!, now to my walk. Iam nee: the place where 1 ſhould mcer 

I 
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] know ner what : ſzy I meet a Thief, 1 muſt follow him, if « 
the Gallows : ſay I meet a Horſe, of Hare, or Hound , (till | oihe 
follow ; fone ſlow-pac'd Beaſt,I hope : yer Love is full of light- 
nets in the heavielt Lovers. Ha! my Guide is come. A VVater- 
Dog. 1 am thy firſt man, Sculler : Igo with thee : ply no other 
but my ſelf : away With the Boat : land me bur at Katherime's Dock, 
my {weet Katherine's Docks and 1'll be a Fare ro thee. That way ? 
nay » Which way thou wilt » thou know'lt the way better then 1. 
Fine gentle Cur ic is , and well brought up, I warrant him. VVe 
go a ducking » Spaniel ; thou ſhalt ferch me the Ducks , prexty 
kinde Raſcal. 
Enter Spirit in ſha c of Katherine, vizarded, and take; it of. 

Spir. 1Þus throw I off mine own effencial horror, 
And take the ſhape of a ſweer lovely Maid 
Whom: this Fool doats on. V Ve can meet his folly, 
Bur f:om his Vertues muſt be Run-aways. 
We'll iport with him : but when we reckoning cell, 
We know where to receive: th* Wuch pays forall, (Dog barks. 

Clow. I ? is that the watch-word ? She's come, Well, tf ever 
we be marticd » it ſhall be at Barking-Church, in memory of thee. 
Now come behinde,kinde Cur, | 

And have Imet thee, (weert Kate ? 

1 will reach thee to walk fo late. 
O ſee, we meet in Metre. What ? dolt thou eripfromme > Oh 
that 1 were upon my Hobhy-horſe , I would mount after thee ſe 
nit ble. Seay, Nyn ph, ſtay, Nymph , 6ng'd Apells : tarry and 
kiſs me ; ſweet Nymph ſtay : rarry and kits me, Sweet, We will 
tn Cheſſum-ſtreer , and then to the houſe Rands in the high-way. 
Nays by your leave, mutt embrace you. Oh help, help, Iam 
drown'd, 1 am drown'd. E x. Spir, and Banks. 

Dog. Ha, haz haz ha. Emer wet, 

(low. This was an 1ll night to goa woong in; I finde it now th 
Pond '+ Almanack : thinking to land at Katherine 's Dock , Iwas 
alrolt at Graveſerd, Vil never £0 tox Wench in the Dog- 
days again ; yer "us cool enough. Had you never a pry in this 
Dog-trick ? a Tmanyictake that black hide of yours : I'llthrow you 
in at Limehouſe rn OTE Tanner's Put ©: other, 

Dog. Kaz tia, ha, has 

& 2 ( /ow. 


(28) 

Clew, How now ? who 's that =, corre rol (0 
brakg.) Peace, peace; thou pry thy kinde ne "Twas 

my own fault. 

Dog. Take heed how thou tr uſteſtrhe Devil another cime. 

Claw. How now ? who's that ſpeaks ? I hope you have not your 
reading Tongue abouc you. 

Dog. Yes, I can ſpeak. 

Claw. The Devil youcan. Youhave read Eſop 's Fables then ; 
I have play'd one of your parts then ; the Dog that carch'd at the 
ſhadow in the water. Pray you» let me catechize you a little ; 
V'Vhat might on? call your name, Dog ? 

- My Dame calls me Tow. 

Clew. 'Tis well ; ; and ſhe may call me Aſ7 - ſo there's an whole 
one berwixt us, Tom- Aſs. She ſaid, 1 ſhould follow you, indeed. 
VVell, Tom, give me thy filt ; we are Friends: you Gan be mine 
Ingle : 1 love you ; buclI pray you ler 's have no more of theſe 
ducking devices. 

- Not, if you love me, Dogs love where they are beloved. 
C mes and ['ll do any thing for thee. 

Clew. VVell, you ſhall have Jowls and Livers : 1 have Butchers 
to my Friends thar ſhall beſtow 'em : andI will keep Crults and 
Bones for you if you'll be a kinde Tow. 

Deg. Any thing : 1'll help thee co thy Love. 
| _ Cloew. Wiltthou? That promiſe ſhall coſt me a brown Loaf 
m_ | teal ic our of my Father's Cupboard. You' Il cat ſtollen 

» Toms, will you not ? 

Dog ' Obbeſtof all. The ſweereſt birs, thoſe. 

CiS. You ſhall noe [tarve, Ningle Tome ; beheve that , if you 
love Fiſh , 1'll help you ro Maids and Soles. 1'm acquainted with 
a Fiſhmonger. 

LG Maids and Soles > Oh, ſweet birs ! Banquetring Ruff, 
c 

Clow. One thing I would requeit you > Ning/e , as you hve 
play'd the Knaviſh Cur with me a little > thar you would mingle 
amongſt our Morrice-Dancers in the morning. You can dance ? 

Deg. Yes, yes, any thing : 1'll be there , bur unſeen ro any 
bur thy ſelf. Ger thee gone before : Tfeare not my preſence. I 
have work tonight, 1ſerve more Maſters, more Dames then one. 

Clow. 
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Clow. He can ſerve Manmon and the Devil too. 

Dog. It ſhall concern thee, and thy Loves purchaſe: 
There's a gallant Rival loves the Maid ; 

And likely isro have her. Mark what a miſchief 
Before the Moriice ends, ſhall light on him. 

Clow. Oh ſweet Ning/e » thy neufe once again. Friends muſt 
part fora tine: tarewel, with this remembrance ; ſhale have bread 
too when We meet again. It ever there w-re an honeſt D-1il, 
'ewill be che Devil of Edmomonyl ſec. Farcivel Tom. I prithee dog 
me as ſoon as thou canlt. Ex. Banks. 

Dog. 1'll not muls chee, and be merry with thee. 

Thoſe that are joys denicd, mult rake delight 
In fins and miſchiets, 'tis che Devil's right. '  Ex.Deg. 
Emer Towng Thorney, VVannifride as 4 Boy. 

Frank, Pthee no more : thoſe tears give nouriſhment 
To weeds and briers in me, which ſhortly will 
O'regrow and top my head: my ſhare will fit 
And cover all that can be ſeen ot me. 

Win. | hive not ſhewn this cheek in coT- pany» 

Pardon me now : thus fingled with your ſelf, 

It calls a thouſand ſorrows round abour. 

Some going betore, and ſome on either ſide ; 

But inhnite behinde : all chain'd rogether. 

Your ſecond adulterous Marriage leads; 

Thar's the ſad Eclipſe, the effects mult follow. 

AS) plagues of ſhame; ſpight, ſcora, and obloquy. | 

Y.Tho. Why ? haſt thou not left one hours paticnce 
To addtoall the rett > One hour bears us 
Beyond the reach of all theſe Enermucs. 

Are wc not now ſet forward in the flight » 
Provided with the Dowry of my (in, 
To keep us inſome other Nation ? 
_ VVhile we together are, we ate at home 

In any place. Win. 'Tis fowl 1ll gotten coyn, 
Far worſe then Uſury or Extortion. " 

Y. Thor. Let Ty Father then make the feftitution, 
V 'Vho forc'd me take the bribe : it 15 hus gift 
And patrimony to me ; ſoI receive its 
ble would not bleſs, nor look a Father on Me» 


| 
| 
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Uncil T ſatisfied his angry will. | 
VVhenT was ſold, I ſold my ſelf again | 
(Some Knaves have done't in Lands, and 1 in Body ) 
For money, and I have the hire. . But, (weer, no more, 
'Tis hazardof diicovery, our diſcourie ; 
And then prevention takes off all our hopes. 
For only but to take her leave of me 
My V'Vife ts coming. 
Win. VVhocorung ? your VVite ? 
Y. Tho. No, no, thou art here : the: woman : I kne:v 
Not how to call her now : but after this day 
She ſhall be quire forgor, and have no name 
In my remembrance. See, ſee, ſhe 's come. Emer SUN. 
Golezadthe horſes to the hills rop, there I'll meer thee, 
Suſ. Nay, with your favourzlet him [tay a little, 
I would part with hin too , becauſe he 1s 
Your ſole Companion ;- and 1'll begin with him, 
Relerving you the laſt. 
Y. Thor. I, with all my heart. 
Swuſ. You may hears if it pleaſe you, vir. 
Y. Thor. No, 'tis not fir. 
Some rudiments, I conceive, they mult be, 
. To overlook my ſlippery foorings. And ſo. 
Su/. Noz indeed, Sir. 
Y.Ther.Tuſh,l know it muſt be ſo,and 'tis neceflary. 
On, but be bnef. 
Win. V Vhat charge ſo'ere you lay upon me,Miſtreſs, 
T ſhall ſuppore it faithfully (being honett) 
To my belt trength. 
S»/. Believe 't ſhall be no other. I] know tag were 
Commended tomy husband by a noble Knight. 
Win, Oh Gods ! Oh, mine eyes | 
Su. How now ? what a1llt thou, Lad? 
' Win. SoTething hit min2 eye, it makes it water Rull, 
Even as you ſaid, Commended to my Hauband. 
SoTe door I think it was. TI was, forſooth, 
Commended to him by Sir Arth r Claringron. 
Swuſ. VVhoſe Servant once my Thorney was hittelt. 


T rae 
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That title methinks ſhould make you almoſt Fellows, 
Or at the leaſt much more then a Servam ; 
And I a:n ſure he will reſpect you 5. 
Your love to him then needs no ipur for me, 
And what for my ſake you will ever do ; 
"Tis fit 1t ſhould le bought with ſomething more 
Then fair entreats. Look here's a Jewel tor thee, 
Apretty wanton Lab-l for thine ear ; 
And 1 would have it hang therettill to wii. per 
Theſe words tothee ,Thew haſt my ] ewe! with thee. 
Ic is but earneſt of a larger bounty, 
V Vhen thou returnit, with praites of thy ſervices 
V Vhic! I am contident thou wilt deſerve. 
V Vhy,thou art many now, beſides thy ſelf : 
Thou mailt be Servant, Friend, and V Vite to hin:. 
A gnood VViteis then all. A Friend can play 
The V Vite and Servants patt, and ſhift enough. 
No leſs rhe Servant can the Friend and Wu. 
*T15 all bur ſweer ſociety» good countel, 
Enterchang'd loves ; yes, and counſel-keeping. 

Y. T hor. Not done yet ? 

S»ſ. Even now, Wir. 

Win. Miltreſs, beheve my vow, your ſevere eye 
VVere ir preſent to command ; your bounteous hands 
VVere ir then by ro buy or bribe my ſervice, 

Shall not make me more dear or neer unto hin» 
Then I ſhall voluntary. TI'llbe all your charge, 
Servant, Friend, VVite ro him. Saf. VVile thou? 
Now bleſſings 20 with thee for't : courtetics 
Shall meer thee comung home. 
Win, Pray you _— Miſtreſs, 
Are you jealous of him? if you be, 
I'll look to him that Way too. 
Swſ. Sayit thou fo ? 
I would thou hadit a womans boſom now. 
VVe have weak thoughts within us. Alas, 
There's nothing ſoltrong m us as ſuſpicion : 
- Bur Idare nots nay; 1 will not think v 


So hardly of my Thorzey, Win, Believe it, Mutrels , I'll 
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111 be no Pander to him ; and if I fnde 
Any looſc lubrick ſcapes in him, 1'll watch hims 
And at my return, proteſt I'll ſhe you all. 
He ſnall hardly offend without my knowledge. 
S»ſ. Thine own diligence is that I preis , 


'And not the curious eye over his faults. 


Farewel : it 1 ſhould never ſee rhee more, 
Take it for ever. 
Y. Ther. Prithee tike that along with thee, Gives bu ſ* word. 
And halte che to the hills cop ; I'll be there inftantly. Ex.Wain. 
Suſ. No halte I prithee, ſlowly as thou cant. 
Pray let him obey me now : 'tis happily his lalt 
Service tO me. My power is e'en a going out of light. 
Y. T hor. Why would you delay ? we have no other 


. Buſineſs now bur to part. 


Suſ. And will nor that, ſweet heart, ask a long tune? 

Merhinks it 1s the hardelt piece of work | 

Thar e're I rook in hand. Y. Thor. Fic, fic, why look» 

I'll make it plain and eahie ro you : Farewel. = MafOp- 
Suſ. Ah, 'las! I am nor half perfeRin ut yer. 

I muli have it read over an hundred times. 


Pray you take m— I confeſs my dulneſs. 


Y.T hor. What a Thorne this Roſe grows on ? parting were ſweer, 
But what a trouble 'twill be to obtain ir ? | 
Core, again and again, farewel Yet wilt return ? Kiſſes. 
All queltions of my journey, my ſtay imployment, 

And revthtation, fully I have anſwered all. 
There's nothing now behinde, but nothing. 

Suſ. And that nothing is more hardthen any thing)» 
Then all ch: every things. This Requett. 

Y. Thor. What 15 it ? 

Suf. That I may bring you through one paſture more 
Up to yon knor of trees : amongſt thoſe ſhadows 
I'JI v atuih from yous they ſhall reach me how. 

Y. Ther. VVhy, 'tis granted : come, walk then. 

Suſ. Nay, not too talt. 

They 1ay flow things have beſt pert. ction : 
Th. gentle ſhowre wets to fertulity. _ 
1C 
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The churliſh ſtorm may miſchief LR his bouru y. lo eb; 1 
The baſer bealts cake fd eagh, even from thewoab: 
But the Lord Lion's whelp is feeble long. | fx em, 
Emer Dog. 

Dog. Now for an early miſchief and a ſudden : 
The minde's about it now. One touch frem me 
Yon ſets the body forward. ., 

Emer Tonng Thorney) Suſan. 

Y. Thor. Your requeſt is out : yet will you leave me ? 

Suſ. VVhat? ſochurliſhly ? you'll make me fiay for ever, 
Rather then part with ſuch a ſound from you. 

Y. Ther. VVhy youalmoRt anger me. Pray you be gone. 
You haic no company» and 'tis very early ; 
Some hurt may betide you homewards. Suf. Tuſh, I fear none. 
To leave youls the greateft hurt I can ſuffer : h 
Beſides | expet your Father and mine own, 
To mect me back, or overtake me with you. 
They began to (tir when I came after you : 
I know they'll nor be long. | 

Y. Ther. So, | thall have more trouble. { Deg rubs bins, 
Thank you for that. Then Ill caſe all at once, | 
'Tis done now : what Ine'er thought on. You ſhall not go back. 

Snſ. VVhy ? ſhall I go along with thee ? ſweer mufick ! 

Y. Ther. No,to a better place. Swf. Any place, I : 
rogkde at home, where thou pleaſeſt to have me. 

« Ther. At home ? I'll keave you in your laſt lodging. 

I Tult kill you. S»ſ. Oh fine! you'ld _ me from you. 

Y. Thor. You ſee I had nopurpoſe : I'm unarm'd. *'Tis thu 
ninures decree, and it tnult be. Look, ths will ſerve your carn 

Suſ. I'll not turn from its if you be carlt,Sir. Yer you may toll 
me Wherefore you'll kill me. 

Y. Thor. Becauſe you are a whore. | 

Su/. There's one deep wound already : a whore ? 
' [was ever further from me then the thought 
Of this black hour : a whore ? Y. Ther. Yes, I'll prove ut, 
And you ſhall confeſs ir. You are my whore, 
No wife of mine. The word admits no ſecond. 
I was before weddedro another, have her All. : 

F 
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I do nor lay thz fin unto your charge, 
"Tis all mine own. - Your matriage was my thefc. 
For I eſpous'd your dowry, and I have ic : 
I did nor purpoſe to have added murther ; 
The D2v1l did nor prompt me : till chis minute 
You might have ſate returned ; now you cannot :. 
You have 'd your own death. - { Stabs ber. 
Suſ. And I deſerve ue. 
I'm glad my fare was fo intelligent. 
"Twas ſome good Spirits motion. Dic ? Oh,'twas time! 
How many yeers might I have ſlept in (in ? 
Sin of my molt hatred roo, Adultery ? 
Y.Thor.Nay ure 'rwas hkely that the moil was palt; 
Far I meant never to return to you 
After this parting. S»ſ. Why then I thank you more, 
You have done lovingly, leaving your ſelf, 
That you would thus beſtow me on another. 
Thou art my Husband, Death, and 1 embrace thee 
With all the love I have. Forget the ilain 
Of my unwieting fin : and then I come 
A Chryſtal Virgin to thee. My Soul's purity 
Shall with bold Wings aſcend the Doors of Mercy ; 
| : For Innocence is exer her Companion. 
Y. Thor. Not yet mortal ? pony not linger yous 
Or leave you a tongue toblab. 
Swuſ, Now heaven reward you ne'er the worſe for me. 
Fu I did nox think that death had been ſo ſweer ; 
| | Nor I fo apc to love him. 1 couldne'er dic better» 
| Had I ttaid forty yeers for preparation: 
For I'm in charitywith all the VVorld. 
Ler me for once A thine example, Heaven ; 


Do to this man as1 him free forgive. | 
| And may he berrer dic, and better live. Mor itwr . 
| Y.The.'Tis done; andI am in : once paſt our height, 
An We ſcorn the deeplt Abyſs. This follows now, 
To heal her VVounds by drefling of the VVeapon : 
Armsxhighshands,any place ; we mult pot fail, | ound; himſelf. 
Light ſcratches giving ſuch deep ones, The belt 1 can h 

| 0 
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To binde my ſelf tothis Tree. Now's the ſtorm, 
\W hich it blown o're, many fair days may follow. [ Dog ties hims. 
$9, 10, I'.1: faſt ; 1 didnot think I could 
Have done (o well behinde me. How proſperous 
And eftectual muichiet ſometimes1s? Help, help ; 
Murther, murther, murther. 

Emer Catter, and Old Thorncy. 

Cart. Ha | VVhom tolls the Bell for > Y. Thor. Oh,oh ! 


O.T hor. Ah me ! the cauſe appears to0 ſoon : my Child, my Son. 


(art. Suſan, Girl, Child. Not ſpeak to thy Father? Hah | 
Y.T ho. O lend me ſome aflſiftance to o'retake this hapleſs woman. 
O.Ther.Let's o'retake the murtherers. Speak whillt thou canſt ; 
anon may be too late, I tear rhou halt deaths mark upon thee roo : 
Y.Thor. I know them both ; yer ſuch an Oath is paſs'd, 
As pulls damnation up it it be broke ; 
I dare not name *em : think what forc'd men do. 
O. T hoy . Keep oath with murtherers ? that were a conſcience 
tro hold the Devil in. 
Y. Thor. Nay, Sir, I can deſcribe 'em; 
Shall ſhew them as familiar as their names, 
The Taller of the two at this time wears 
H15 Satten-doubler white, but Crimſon lin'd; 
Hoſe of black Satren, Cloak of Scarler. 
O.T hor. Warbeck , Warbeck., Warbeck, : Do you lilt to this, Sir 7 
Cart. Yes» yes, I lien you: bere's nothing to be heard. 
Y.T hor. Th' «hers Cloak branch'd Velvet black, Velvet lin < 
[115 Sur, | 
Q. Ther. I have 'em already : Somerton, Somerton. 
Binal revengeall this Come, Sit, the firtt work 
Is to purſue the Murtherers, when we have remov'd 
[heic mangled bodies hence. 
Carr. Sir, take rhat Carcaic there, and give me tins. 
['Il not own her now ; ſhe's none of nine. 
Bob me off with a dumb ſhew ? No, I'll have lite. 
This is my Son too and while there 's lite in him, 
'Tis half mine ; take you halfe that ſilence for 'r. 
VVhen I ſpeak I look to be ſpokento : forgetful Slut ? 
O. Ther. Alas ! what griet may do now ? 
F 3 Look 
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Look, Sir, I'll rake rhis Joad of forrowwirkme. 

. Cars. 1, do, and I'll hare this.. How do you, Sir ? 
Y.Thor. O, _ ill _ —- "FFI 
Care. Yes, I chmak fo ; "Tis well can bs 

There 's no mukck bark (ound; foamed ic muſt be © 
I have not wept theſe rwenty = before , 
And that I gueſs was e're thaxQnt wes boca : 
bo IT I buc knew thee _ 
it's ſo ſal, I conld weepnight and cap. E xtems;. 
. : Ebror Sir Archur Clarmgron, Warbeck, Some tron. 
Sir are. Come,Genclemnen, we mult all help to grace - 
The nimble-focred yourh of £dweares, that are ſo kinde 
 Thcall ws uprodey wich an high Morrice. + 
Warb., I could wiſh ic for the beſt, ic wete rhe worft now. 
Abſurditic 's in my opinion ever the beſt Dancer in a Morrice. 
Some. 1 could rather fleep then ſee 'ern. S:r Arr. Nor wellSir > 
Sox. Fairhrnor ever rhus leaden ; yer 1 know nocauſe for 'r. 
Warb. Now am I beyond mine own condinon highly diſpos'd 
comirth. 
. Sir Art. Well, you nary tare 'yer a Morrice to help both ; 
| - To ftrike you in a dump, and make him merry. 
L Emer Fidler and Morrice ; all but Banks. 
Fid/.Come,will you ſer yourſelves in Morric ? che fore-Bell, 
ſecond Bet!, Tenor and great Bell ; Maid-marion for che ſame Bell. 
But where 's cht Weather-cock now > the Hobby-horſe ? 
1. Is noc Baths come yer ? What a ſpight 'ris ? 
Sir Art. When ſet you forward, Gentlemen ? 
1. VVe ſtay but for the Hobby-hocſe , Sir : all our Foormen 
are ready. | 
Sow. 'Tis marvel your Horſe ſhould be behinde your For. 
2. Yes, Sir : he goes further about : xe can come in at the 
VVicker, but che droaſGamemmul? be opened for him. 


Emer Banks; ſe and Dog. 
Clow. Onely my Horſe wanted a Shooe, Sir : but we ſhall make 


you amends e're — 
Sir Arr. 1]? well faid-make *cmarink e*re they begin. | Exr.ferr, 
Clow. A bowl , I prithee , anda lice for my Horſe, [wich beer. 
| be 'l! 


C:8) 
he'll mount the better. Nays givemes' I ruſtdiink tolum, he'll 
176t pledge cle. Here Hotby.' Holds fron the bowl. | I ptay you: 
No? nor drink? Youlee,, Gentlemen » we can but bring our 
horſe 10 the VVarer 3 he may chafe wheeher he'll drink or no. 

Sem. A good Moral made plain by Hiltory, 

1. Strike up, Father Sewgur, ftrike up. 

Fid/. F'en when you will, Children. Now 1n the name of the 
belt foot forward. How now ? not 2 word inthy Guts ? I 
think, Children, my Inſtrument has caught c>1d on che ſudden. 

Clow. My Nungle's knavery : black Tow's doing, 

Omn. Why what mean you, Father Sawgs: ? 

Clow. Why what would you have da » You hear his Fici- 
Cle 1s ſpeechlcts. ; | 

Fial. I'll lay mine Ear romy !nltrunent, that my poor Fiddle 15 
bewirch'd. I play'd The Flowers in May » e'cn now , as ſieet as a 
Vioter ; now 'twill not go againſt the hair : you lee 1 can make nv 
more Muſick then a Beetle of a Cow-rurd. 

Clow. Let me ſee, Father Sawgt, (ay, Once you had 2 brave Hob- 
by-horſe , that you were beholding ro, I'll play and dance too, 
Ninglezaway With it, 
; Dog plays the Morrice ; mhich ended, eter a 

Omr. 1 marry, Sir! Conft able and Officer 5. 

Conft. Amway with jothry,* ris r39 ſad an hour. 4A 
Sir Arrhur Clar mgron, your own afiiitance, . 
In the Kings Nxne, I charge, for apprehenſion 
Of theſe rivve Murderers, Warb:ck and Sommer tor. 

S:;r Art. Ha! fix Murtherers ? 

Som. Ha, hay h, this has awakene4my melancholy. 

Warb. And firuck my mirth down flat. Murctherers ? 

(onft. The accuſation is flat againft you» Genclemen. 
Sir, you may be ſatisfied with this. I hop* 

You'll quietly obey my _ ; 
Twill make your cauſe the fatrer. 

Limbo. Oh ! with all our hearrs, Sir. 

Clow. There * my Rival taken up for Hang-man's ear. Tow 
cold me he was about a piece of Villany. Mates and Morrice- 
men, you {ce heres no longer piping , no longer dancing. This 


news of Murder has flat rhe Morrice. You that go the foot- 
way 
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ID; I am for gGallop. Come, Ning/c. Exe. 
| Fidl, | Strikes bus Fiddle. 1? Nay and my Fiddle be come to 
himſelf agiin , care not. I chink che Devil has been abroad 
amongtt us ro day. I'll keep thee our of chy fit now if I can. Exe. 
Sir Arc. Theſe things are full of horror, full of piry. 
Buc if this tine he conttant ro the proof, 
The guilc of both theſe Gentlemen 1 dare take 
Upon Tine own danger ; yer howſoever, Sir, 
Your power muſt be obey'd. 
Warb. Oh molt willingly, Sir. 
"Tis  mott ſweet affliction, I could not meet 
A joy in the beſt ſhape with betcer will. 
Come, fear not, Sir; nor Judge, nor Evicence, 
Can binde him o're, who's freed by conſcience. 
Som. Mine ftands ſo upright to the middle Zone, 
It takes no ſhadow to't, it goes alone. = E xewr, 


mem ee nY 


Ac TT. 1 V. Scxn.1. 


Emer Old Banks, and two or three (ountr y-men. 
O.Baxk. Y Horſe this morning runs molt pitiouſly of the 
Glaunders , whoſe noſe yeſternight yas as clean as 
| any Man 's here now comung from the Barbers ; and thi; 1'll cake 
my death upon 't is long of this Jadiſh Witch, Mother Samyer. 

1. Itook my Wife anda Servingman in our Town of £ damemon, 
thraſhing in my Barn together , ſuch Corn as Country-V Venches | 
carry to Market ; and examining my Polecat why ſhe did io, ſhe 
ſwore in her conſcience ſhe was bewitch'd : and what Witch have 
we about us, but Mother Sawyer ? 

2. Kidthe Town of her, clfc all our Wives will do nothing elie 
but dance a' out other Country May-poles. 

3. Our Cartel fall, our Wives fallour a, 06 falland Maid- 
ſeryants fall - and we our ſelves ſhall not be able roſtand , it this 
Bealt be ſuffered ro graze amonglt us. 

Eri:r W. Hamlacs wth Thatch and a Link. 
Ham. Buinth: Witch, the Witch, the Witch, the Watch. 


Omn, What halt got there ? | Haml. 
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Haml. A handful of Thatch _ 'd off a Hovel of hers : and .. 
they ſay, when 'tis burning, if ſhe be a VVitch, ſhe'll come run- 
ning in. 

O. Bank. F1:e it, fire ut : 1'll ſtand between thee and home for 
any danger. 

As that burns, enter the Witch. 

Saw). Diſeaſes, Plagues ; the curſe of an oki V Voman follow 
and fall upon you. 

Omn. Arte you cone, you old Trot ? 

O. Bank, You hot V Vhores mult we fetch yeu with fire in your 
c ” ? 

« This Thatch is as 200d as a Jury to prove ſhe 15a Witch. 

Ching Out Witch ; beat hers kick hers ſer fire on her. 

Samy. Shall I be murthered by a bed of Serpents ? help, help ! 

Emer Sir Arthur Clarington, and a Juſt ice. 

Omn. Hang her, beat her» kill her. 

Jp. How now ? Forbear this violence. 

Sawy. A crew of Villains, a knot of bloody Hang-men fer to 
rorment me | know not why. 

Juſt. Alas, neighbour Barks, are you a Ring-leader in miſchief ? 
Fie, to abuſe an aged woman |! 

O. Bark. VVoman ? a She-hell-cat, a Witch : rove her 
One, We no ſooner ſet fire on the Thatch of her Houſe , the in ſhe 
came running » as if the Divel had ſent her in a Barrel of Gun- 
powder ; which trick as ſurely proves her a V Vitch , as the Pox in 
a ſnuffiing noſe, 15 a "gn a Man 15s a Whore-matter. 

Joft. Come, come ; firing her Thatch ? ridiculous : rake heed 
Sirs what you dO : unleſs y our proofs come berter arm'd, inſtead 
of rurning her into a VVitch, you'll prove your ſelves ſtarke 
Fools. 

Omn, Fools ? 

Juſt. Arrant Fools. 

O. Bank, Pray, Mr. Juſtice what do you call 'em , hear me bas 
in one thing : This grumbling Devil owes me 1 know no goud wull 
ever {ince I fell out with her. 

Saw). And brakedit my back with beating me. 

O. Bank. 1'll break it worſe. 

Seawy. VV thou ? 

Jof. 
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J-#. You mult not chreacen her : ————_ Go ef 
Q. Bank. St, Sir,ever force » having al ried upin my 
Back-ſides ler me go thicher, or bur calt mine eye at her , andif 1 
ſhould be hang'd» 1 cannot chuſe , though it be ren zimes in an 
hour, bur run to the Cow, and raking up her rail, kiſs (faving your 
Worſhip's Reverence) my Gew belnde ; | That the whole Town 
of Edwenres has been ready to be-piſs rhenſelves with lawghing 
me £o ſcorn. | ; 

Jef. And this is long of her ? / | 

O. Bank, V Vho the Devilciſc ? for is afty man fuch an Aſs>to be 
ſuch a Baby if he were not bewitch'd ?- 

Sir Art. Nay» if ſhe be a VVixch » and the harms ſhe Coes end 
in fuch ſpo:ts, ſhe may ſcape burning. 

Jof, Go,go; pray vex her nac : ſhe is a SubxHt, and you mult 


not be Judges of che Law ro firike her as you pleaſe. 

Omn. No, nozwe'll finde cudgel voatbes truke her. 

O. Bank, I,no lips to kifs but my Cows ——— ? Exennt. 

Sew7. Rors and foul maladies cac up thee and rhine. 

Jofe Here's none now , Mother Sawyer , bur this Gentleman, 
my ſelf and you ; let us to ſome miide Queftions , have'you rmalde 
Anſwers > Tell us honeſtly, and wich a free confefhon, (we'll do 
our beft ro wean you from it) are you a V'Vitch, oc no ? 

+ Iamnone. 
* Joff. Be noc foturious. 

Saw. lamnone. None bae baſe Curs fo barkar me. Iam 
none. Or would I were: if every poor old VVoman be trad on 
chus by flaves, revil'd, kick'd, bearen, as I am daily , ſhe to be re- 


- FU had need ramn VVirch. 


Sir Art.And you to be reveng,'d have ſold your Soal co th'De vil. 
Saw). Keepthine own from him. 

Joſt, You are too ſawcie,and too bitter. 

Saw). Sawcie ? by what commiſſion can he ſend my Soul on the 


Direl's Errand,more then I can his ? ishe a La of wySoul , 


cothruſt x when he liſt our of door ? 

Jef. Know whom you ſpeak to. 

Saw). A Man: perhaps, no Man. Men in gay clothes » whoſe 
Backs are laden with Ticles and Honours, are within far more 
crooked then am ; and if | be a VVitch, more nat" - 

i Art 
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Sir Art. Y' ate a baſe Hell-hound. And now, Sir, let me telf 
you Far and neer ſhe's bruired for a woman chat maintains a Spiric 
that ſucks her. | | 

Saw). I defie thee. | | 

Sir eArth. Go, go, I canz if need be, bring an hundred voyces 
e'en here in Edmomon , that ſhall lowd proclaim thee for a ſecrec 
and pernicious Witch. 


Saw). Haz ha! 
Joft. Do you laugh ? why laugh you ? 
Saw). At my name : the brave name this Knight gives me,Wirch. 
Jt. 15 the Name of Wich fo pleaſing tothine Ear ? 
Sir Art. Pay, Sit, give wayaand let her Tongne gallop on. 
Saw). A Witch ? who is not ? 
Hold not that univerſal Name in ſcorne then. 
What are your painted things in Princes Courts - 
Upon whate Eye-lids Luſt tits blowing fires 
Toturn Mens Souls in ſenſual hor defires: 
Upon whoſe naked Paps, a Leachers thought 
Acts Sin in fouler ſhapes then can be wrought. 
J»ff, But thoſe work not as you do. 
Saw). No, but far worſe : 
Theſe, by Inchanements, can whole Lordſhips change 
To Trunks of rich Attire : turn Ploughs and Teams 
To Flanders Mares and Coaches ; and huge ttains 
Of ſervitorss to a French Butter-Flic. 
Have you not City-witches who can turn 
Their husbands wares, whole {ianding ſhops of wares, 
To ſumptuous Tables, Gardens of {toin (in? 
In one yecr walting, what ſcarce twenty win. 
Are not theſe Witches? Juſt. Yes, yes, but the Law 
Caſts not an eye on theſe. Sawy. VVhy then on me, 
Or any lean old Beldame ? Reverence once 
Had wont to wait on age. Now an old wornan. 
Il favour'd grown wich yeers if ſhe be poor, 
Mult be call'd Bawd or VVitch. Such {o abus'd 
Are the courſe VVitches : r'other are the fine, 
Spun for the Devil's own wearing. 
Sir Art. And {o is thine, 


(, Saw). 
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. $ ew). She on whoſe tongue a whiclwind firs to blo 
A man out of humſelf, from his ſoft pillow, 
To lean his head on Rocks and fighting waves, 
Is not that Scolda Witch ? The Man of Law 
V'Vhoſc honeyed hopes the credulous Client draws), 
(As Bees by tinkling Baſons) co ſwarm to him, 
From his own Hive, to work the V Vax in his ; f 
He is no VVitchanot he. 

Sir Art. But theſe Men-VVirches 
Are nat in trading with-Hells Merchandize, 
Like ſuch as you ares that for a word, a look, 
Denial of a Coal of fire, kill Men, 
Children and Carrel. 

Saw), Tell them, Sir, that Colo ; 
Am1 accus'd for ſuch anone ? 

Sir gAvt. Yes, *twill be \worn. 

Saw). Dare any ſwear I ever tempted Maiden 
VVith golden hooks flung at her chalticy, 
Tocome and loſe her honour ? and being loſt, 
To pay nor a Denier for'r > Some ſlaves have done it. 
Men-witches can without the Fangs of Law, 
Drawing once one drop of bloodzput counterfeit pieces 
Away for tru; 

Sir Art. By one thing ſhe ſpeaks, | 
I know now ſhe's a V'Vitch, and dare nolonger 
Hold conference with the Fury. J»ff. Let's chen away : 


Old woman, mend thy life,get home and pray. Exeurt. 
Saw). For his confuhon. | Emter Dog.) My dear Tom-boy 
welcome. 


I am torn in pieces by apack of Curs 
Clap'dall upon me, and for want of thee : | 
Comfort me : thou ſhalc have the Tear anon. 
Dog. zough wough : I'll have it now. 
Saw). lamdri'd up 
V'Vith curſing and with madneſs ; and have yet 
No-blood to moyſten theſe ſweer lips of thine. | 
Stand on thy hind-legs up. Kiſs me, my Tommy» 
And rub away ſome wrinkles on my brow» 
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By making my old ribs to ſhrug for joy 
Of chy fine tricks. V Vhar halt thou done ? Let's tickle. 
Haſt thou ſiruck the horſe lame as I bid thee ? 

Dog. Yes andnip'd the ſucking-childe. $awy. Ho,ho,my daincy, 
My lictle Pearl. No Lady loves her Hound, 

Monkey, or Parakeet, as I do thee. 

Dog. The Mid has been churming Burrer nine hours ; bue ic 
ſhall nor come. 

Sawy. Let 'emeat Cheeſe and choak. Dog. I had rare ſport 
Among the Clowns 1'th' Morrice. Sawy. I could dance 
| Out of myskinto hear thee. Bur my Curl-pare, 

Thar J de, that foul-rongu'd whore, Nan Rarclff, 
V Vho for a little Soap lick'd by my Sow, 
Scruck, and almolt had lam'd it ; Didnor I charge thee, 
To pinch that Quzan to th' heart ? 
Dog. Bough, wough, wough : Look here elſe. 
Emer Anne Ratcliff mad. 

Retc. See, ſee, ſee; the Man i'th* Moon has built a new Wind- 
ovill, and what running there 's from all quarters of the City to 
learn the Art of Grinding ! 

Sawy. Ho, ho-ho! I thank thee, my ſweer Mungrel. 

Ratc. Hoyda ! a-pox of the Devil's falſe Hopper ! all the gol- 
den Meal runs into the rich Knaves purſes , and — have no- 
thing bur Bran. Hey derry down ! Are not you et Sawyer ? 

Saw). No, Iama Lawyer. : 

Rate. Art thou ? beciglns ler me ſcratch thy Face ; for _ 
has flea'd off a great many mens skins. You'll have brave doings 
in the Vacation ; for Knaves and Fools are at variance in every 
Village. I'll ſue Mother Sawyer > and her own Sow ſhall give in 
eridence againſther, 

Sany. Touch her. 

Ratc. Oh my Ribsare made of a _ Hoſe , and they break. 
There's a Lancaſhire —_—— in my throat :hark how it tickles it, 
with Doodle, Doodle, le, Doodle, VVelcone Scrjxarms : 
welcome Devil. Hands, hands ; hold hands, and dance a-round, 
a-round, a-round. | 

Enter Old Banks, bu $0 the Clown, Old Ratcliff, Connry-fellows. 


O. Ratc. She's here ; alas, my poor wife 15 here, 
CG 2 O. Bark- 
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O. Bank, Catch her faſt, and = her into ſome cloſe Charrber : 

do, for ſhe's as many V Vives are, ſtark mad. 

Claw. The witch;Mother Sawjerxhe witchathe devil | Carher off. 

O. Ratc. O my dear VVite ! help , Sirs ! 

O. Bark, You ice your work, Mother Bumby. 

Saw. My work?ſhould ſhe & all you here run madzis the work mine? 

(7ow. Noon my conſcience, the would nor hutt 2 Devil of two 
yeers old. Emer Old Ratcliff, and the reſt. 
How now ? what's become of her ? 

O. Ratc. No:hing : ſhe's bzcome nothing > but the raſerable 
trunk of a wretched io'nan. We were in her hands as Reeds in 
a mighty Tempeſt : ſpight ofour {trengrhs,2way the brake ; and no- 
thing in her mouth being heard , but the Devil, the VViech, the 
V Vitch, the Devil ; ſhe b-at out h2r own brains, and ſo dicd. 

Clow. It's any Man's caſe, be be never {o wiſe, to die when j1» 
brains go a wool-gathering. 

O. Banks. Maiters, be rul'd by me ; Ict's all toa Juſtice, Hag, 
thou halt done thus, and rhou ſhalr anſwer it. 

Saw). Banky, I dchie thee. 

O. Bank, Get a VVarrant firlt eo exattine her, then ſhip her ro 
Newgate : hcre's enough, it all her other villanies were parJon'e, 
to burn her for a VVuch. You have a Spirit» = ſay» comes to 
you in the likeneſs of a Dog ; we ſhall ice your Cur at one time 
or other : if we do, unleſs it be the Devil himſelf, he ſhall go how- 
ling to the Goal in one chain, and thou in anocher. 

' Saw). Be hang'd thou in a third, and do thy wort, 

Clow. How, Father? you lend the poor dumbthing howling to 
th'Goal ? He that makes him howl, makes me ror. 

O. Bank. V Vhy, fooliſh Boy, dolt chou know him 7? 

Clow. No matter » if Ido ornat. He's baylab!- I am ſure by 
Law. Butif the Dog's word will not be taken, tin ſhall. 

O. Banxh, Thou Baylfor a Dog ? 

Clew. Yes, or a Bitch cither , being my Fiiznd. 1'll lic by the 
beels my (clf, before Puppiſon ſhall : his Dog-Gdays are not come 
yet,1] hope. 

O. Bauk. VVhat manner of Dog is it ? didli ever ſee hin; ? 

Clow. Sce him ? yes , and given him a bone ro gnaw twenty 
times. The Dog 15 no Court foytiing Hound , that fills his belly 

| Gl 
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full by baſe wagging bis tayl 3 neither is it a Citizens VVater- 
Spaniel , enticing his Matter ro go a-cucking twice or thrice a 
week, whyllt his VVife makes Ducks and Drakes at home : this is 
no Perw-Garden Bandog neither» that keeps a Bough » wough, 
wouzhing, to have Butchers bring their Curs thither; and when all 
comes toall , they run away like Sheep : neither 1s rhis the black 
Dog of New-gare. | 

O. Baxh. No, Good-man Son-fool, but the Dog, of Hell-gate, 

Clow. I ſay, Good-man Father-fool, it's a ly. 

Omn. He's bewitch'd. 

Clow. A grols lye as brg as my ſelf. The Der il in &. Durftar”; 
will as ſoon drink with thus poor Cur , as wit!) any Temple-Bar- 
Laundreſs, that waſhes and wings Lawyets. 

Deg. Bough, wough, wongh, wough. 

Omn. O the Dog's here, the Dog's here. 

O. Bank. It was the ioice of a Dog, 

C low. The voice of a Dog ? if that vuice v-<72 a Dog's , what 
\oice had my Mother ? ſoamla Dog , boug!!, wough, wough : 
ie was I that bark'd ſo, Father , to mak: Cocki-conbs of thetc 
Clowns. 

O. Bank, However , we'll be Cocks-con.b'u nn longer : away 
therefore to th* Jufiice for a Warrant ; and then, Gammer Gur- 
ton, have at your Needle of VVitch-crafr. 

Sawy. And prick thine own cyes out. Go; £25 1th Fools. Exe. 

Claw. Nungle, you had like to have ipoyl'd all with you: 
Roy I was glad co put *em off with on: or: my Dog-trick*,on 
a ſudden , 1am bewirch'd, lirtle Colt-me-nonghe, to love thee---a 
Poxthart Morrice makes me ſpit in thy mouth. ! dare nor ſtay. Fare- 
wel, Ningle ; you whoreſon Dogs-note. Farcivel Wirch. Exit. 

Dog. Bough, wough, wough, wough. 


Sawy. Minde him not , he's not worth thy worrying : run at a 


fairer Game : that fowlemouth'd Knight, ſcurvy Sir Arihar, flic at 
him, my Tommy ; and pluck out's throat. 


Dog. No, there a already biting 's conſcience. 
Saw), That's a ſure Blood-hound. Core, let's home and play. 
Our black work ended, we'll make holiday. E xennt. 


cr). 
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SCEN. 2. 


Eztey Kathetine : 4 Bed thruſt forth, on it Frank in 4 ſlumber, 
Kat. Brother, Brother! So ſound aſleep ? that's well. 
Frank, No, not I, Siſter : he that's wounded here, 

AsIam ; (all my other hurrs are bitings 
Of a poor flea) bur he that here once bleeds, 
Is main'dincurably. 
7 Kat. My good tweet Brother, 
(For now my Sifter mult grow up in you 
Though her loſs {trikes you through» and that I feel 
The blow as deep, I pray thee be not cruel 
To kill me too, by ſeeing you calt away 
In your own helpleſs ſorrow. Good Love, fit up : 
And if youcan givePhylickto your ſelf, 
I ſhall be well. 
Frazk,.1'll do my belt. 
Kat. I thank you. What do you look abour for ? 
Frank, Nothing, nothing ; but I was thinkingsilter. 
| Kar. Dear heart, what ? 
Frav. Who but a fool would thus be bound to a bed, 
Having this Room to walk in ? 
Kar. Why do youtalk (0 ? would you were falt aſleep. 
1 Frank, No, no, I'm. not idle : 
Bur here's my meaning : being rob'dasI am, 
V'Vhy my Soul, which married was to hets> 
Live in divorce, and not flic afcer her ? | 
Vhy ſhould nor I walk hand in hand with death 
To finde my Love our ? 
Kat. That were well, indeed. 
Your time being come, when death 15 ſent to call you» 
No doubt you hall meer her. | 
Frank, Why ſhould nor I go without calling ? 
Kat. Yes,Brother,'ſo you might, were there no place 
To go to when y'are gone,bur onely this. 
Fraxk, Troth, Silter, thou (aylt truc : 
For when a man has been an hundred yCers, 
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Hard travelling o're the tettering bridge of age, 
He's nor the chouſang part upon his —_ ; 

All life is bur a wandring to finde home : 

When we are gonewe are there. Hapyy were man, 
Could here his Voyage end ; hechould not then 
Anſwer how well or ill he fteer'd his Soul, 

By Heaven's or by Hell's CoTpaſs; how he put in 
(Lookng bleſ#'d Goodneſs ſhore) at ſuch a (in; 

Ner how life's dear pro 1110n he has ſpent : 

Nor how far he in's Navigation went 

Beyond Commiſſion. This were a fine Raign, 

To doill, andnoc hear of it again. 

Yer then were Man more wretched then a Bealt : 
For, Silter, our dead pay is ſure rhe belt. 

Kat. 'T1s fo, the be 
To pay(and fo I know it will) that Traytor , 

That Devil Sowerron (who fioond in mine eye 
Once as an Angel) home to his deſervings. 

What Villain but kimſelt, once loving me, 

With Warbeck*s Soul would pawn his own to Hell, 
To be reveng'd on my poor Sitter ? 

Frank, Slaves ! a pair of mercileſs Slaves ! 
$peak no more of them. | 

Kate. I think this talking hurts you. 

Frank, Does me no g00d, I'r, Lure) 

I pay for't everywhere. 

K at. lhave f then. 

Fataif you cannot ſleep : you have theſe rwo «lays 
Not talted any food. Þ ave 15 1t ready ? 

Frank, Whar's ready ? what's ready ? 

Kat. 1 have made ready a roſted Chicken for you. 
Sweet» Wilt thou eat ? 

Frank, A pretty fiomach on a ſudden-—yes--- 
There's one in the houſe can play upon a Lute : 
Good Girl, let 's hear him too. 

Kat. You ſhall, dear Brocher. 

VVould I were a Muſician, you ſhould hea: 
How I would feaſt your ear. 


{tor worſt. And I wiſh Heaven 


Lute player. 


Stay, 
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Scay, mend your Pillow, and raiſe you bigher. * 
Fraxk. I am up too high: am I noc, Siſter, now? 
Kat. No,no ; 'tiswell: fall to, fallro. A Knife : here's ne- 

ver a Krufe, Brocher, ]'ll look our yours. | 
\ Emer Dog, ſhrugging 4s ut were for joy, and dancer. 
Fran, Silter, O Sitter, T am ill upon a ſudden; and can cat no- 


Ks. In very d:ed you ſhall. The want of Food makes 

ſo fainr. Hai! here 's none in your pocket. 1'll go ined « 
Knite. Exit. 
Frank, Will you ? 'Tis well, ail's well. 


[ She gone » he ſearches firſt one , then the other Pockgr. 
Knife found. Dog runs off. He lies on one ſide : the 
Spirit of Suſan hs ſecond Wife comes to the Beds+ fide. 
Heftares at it ; and turning to the other fide » it's there 
r00. Inthe meantime, Winnifride as a Page comes inz 
Stand; at bus Beds-feet ſadly : be frighted,fcs apright. The 
Spirit vaniſhes. : 

Frank. What art thou ? 

Win. A lolt Creature. | 

Frank, Soam Itoo. Win? AbmyShe-Page ! 

Win. For your ſake I put on a ſhape that's calf ; yet dol wear. 
2 heart true to you as your Own. 

Frank. VVould mune and thine were Fellows in one houſe. 
Kncel by ont here : on this fide now ? How dar'ſt thou come to 
mock me on both ſides of my bed ? 

Win. V'Vhen ? 

Frank. But juſt now : out-face me » ſtare upon me with (irange 

otures :turn my Soul wilde by a face in which were drawn a thou- 
1nd Ghoſts leap'd newly from their Graves , topluck mc into a 
w1inding-Sheet. 

Win. Believe it, I came no neerer toyou then yon place, at your 
beds-fcer : and of the houſe had leave; calling my fe your Horie- 
boy in to come and viſit my lick Maſter. 4 | 

Frank. Then 'twas iy Fancy, Some Wind-mill in my brain: 
for want of ſleep. P 

win, VVould I might never ſleepyſo you could ref, 4 
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But you have pluck'd a Thunder ” your head: 
VVhoſe noiſe canoe ceaſe ſuddainly : why ſhould you 
Dance at the wedding of a ſecond wife ? 
VVhen ſcarce the Muſick which you heard at mine 
Had cane a farewel of you, O this was 1ll ! 
And they who thus can give both hands away» 
In th' end thall want their beſt Limbs. 
Frank, Winifride, the Chamber door falt> win. Yes. 
| Frank, Sit thee then down ; 
And when ttatt heard me ſpeak, melt into ears : 
Yet Io ſave thoſe eyes of thine from weeping» 
B-ing co write a Story of us two, 
In ſtead of Ink, dip'd my ſad Pen in blood. 
V Vhen of thee I rook leave, I went abroad 
Onely for Pillage, as a Freebooter, 
VVhat Gold ſocre 1 got, to make it thine. 
To pleaſe a Father, I have Heaven diſpleat'd. 
Ser1ving to calt rwo wedding Rings in one» 
Through my bad werkmanſhip I now have none. 
I have lolt her and thee, 

Win. | know ſhe's dead: bur you have me (hill. 

Frank. Nay, herthis hand murdered ; and (o Iloſe thee too. 

Win, Oh me ! Frank, Be quiet, for thou my evidence art, 
Jurie and Judge : fit quict»and 1'l1 tell all. 

As they whiſper, emter at one endo'th' Stage Old Carter and 
Katharine, Dog at th' other, pawing ſoftly at Frank. 

Kat. 1 have run madding up and down to find you » being laden 
with che heavieſt News that ever poor Daughter carried. 

(art. VVhy ? 1s the Boy dead? 

Kat.DeadSir ! O Father,we are cozen'd: you are told the Mur- 
therer ſings in Priſon, and he laughs here. | 
This Villaine kil'd my Silter : ſee elſe,ſee, 

A bloody Knife ins Pocket. 

Cart. Bleſs meypatrence ! 

Frank. The Knife, the Knite,the Knute ! 

Kat. V'Vhat Knife ? E xut Dep. 

Frant, To cut my Chicken up » my Chicken ; be you my Car- 


ver, Father. 


H C art. That 


a? hed, 

Cave. That I will. 

K at. How the Devil ſteels our brows afrer doing ill ! 

Frank. My Romack and ny fight are taken from me ; all wnot 
well within me. 

Cart. 1bzlieve thee,Boy : I thar have ſeen ſo many Moons clap 
their Horns on other gens Forcheads co lirike rhem ſick » yet mine 
tO ſcape, and be well ! I chat never calt away a Fee upon Utinals, 
bur an as ſound asan honeit mans Conſcience when hee's dying, | 
ſhould cry out as thou dolt, All is not well within megelt I bur the 
Bag of thy inpoſthumes. Al poor Villaine ! Ah my wounLed Raſ- 
cal ! all :y grief 15 » I have now ſmall hope of thee. 

Frark. Do thc Surgeons ſay, My wounds are dangerous then ? 

Cart. Ye yes an there's no way With thee bur one. 

Frank, Would he were here to open them. 

Carr, Il: goto ferch him : Ie make an holiday to ſee thee as 1 
wiſh. Exit to fetch Officers. 

Fra/h. A wond:ous kinde old man, | 

Min. Your tins the blacker do toabule his goodnefs, Maltcr, how 
do you ? 

Frank. Pretty well now;boy:lI have ſuch odd qualms core crois 
my tto:rack ! Ile fall roo : boy, cut me. 

#'in. You have cut me,I'm ſure, a Leg or Wing, Sir. 

Frank. NO, no, no: 2 Wing ? WouldT had Wings but toſoar 
up yon Tower : but here's a Clog that hinders me, What's that ? 

| Father with ber wal offin. | 

Cart. That? what? O nowl ſec her ; *usa young Wench, my 
Daughter, Sictah, ſick to the death : and hearing thee to be an ex- 
ccllent Raſcal for lecting blood , ſhe looks ont at a Caſement, and 
crys, Help, heIp» ſtay that man ; bim I muſt have,or nonc. 

Framh. For pitics ſake, remove her ; ſce, ſhe flares with one 
broad apen cye ltill in my face. 

Carr. Thou pureſt both hers out like a Villaine as thou are; yet 
ſees ſhe 15 willing to lend thee one againe to finde out the Mur- 
th2rer,and that's thy ſelf. 

Frank. Old manxthou leſt. 

Cart. $0 ſhalt thou 1'th* Goal. Run for Officers. 

Kat. Othou mercileſs Slave | ſhe was(though yer above Fround 
in her Grave to me, but thou haii torn itupagaine, Mine eyes 9H 

much 


(51) 
much drown'd now muſt feel more raine. 

Cart. Fetch Officers. Exu Kathar aine, 

Frank. For whom ? 

Cart. For thee, firrah» firrah : ſome knives have fooliſh Poſes 
upon ther, but thine has a villanous one ; look, Oh ! it is enam- 
meld with the Heart-Blood of thy hated Wife,my beloved Daugh- 
rer. What ſaitt thou to this evidence ? 13't not ? docs't noc 
lkgke home 2 thou canſt nor anſwer honeftly, and withour a trem- 
t ling heartxo this one point,this terrible bloody point. 

Win. I beſeech you, Sir , {irike him nomore ; you ſee he's dead 
already. 

C yo. O,Sir ! you held his Horſes, you are asarrant a Regue as 
he : ups g0 you LOO. 

Frank. As y'area man, throw not upon that Woman your loads 
of tyrannie, for ſhe's innocent. 

Cart. How ? how ? a woman? is't grown to 2 faſhion for wo- 
men in all Countries to wear the Breeches ? 

_ #in. 1 am not as my diſguiſe ſpeaks me » Sir , his Page ; bur his 
ti:1t onely wife, his lawtul wife. 

Carr. How ? how ? more fire 1'th* Bed-ſtraw ? 

Win. The wiongs Which ſingly fell on your Daughter, on me are 
r.ultuplyed : ſhe lolt a life, bur I, an Husband and my ſelf muſt loſe, 
it youcall him to a Bar for what he has done. 

C art. He has done it then ? 

Win. Yes, 'tis confeſl'd to me. 

Frank. Dolt thou betray me ? , 

IVin. O pardon me , dear heart ! Tam mad rofoſe thee,und know 
not what I ſpeak: bur if thoudid??, I ruſt arraigne this Father for 
two {:ns, Adultery and Murrther. 

K at. Sit, they are come. Emor K athey ine, 

Cart. Arraigne me for what thou wilt, all Middleſex knows me 
better for an honeſt man , then the middle of a Marker place knows 
rhec for an honeſt waman : fiſe,rrahy and don your Tacklings, 11g 
your ſelf for the Gallows,or I'll carry thee thither on my hack : your 
Trull ſhall to th' Goal go with you ; there be a5 tine New-gatc birds 
25 ſhexthat can draw him in. Pox on's wounds, 

Frank. I have ſers'd thee, and my wages now are piid, 

Yet my Worlt puniſhment ſhall, I hope, be !taid. F reuvr. 
H 3 " EG © 
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" Y AcTrT. "A Sch. 1. 


Enter (Mother Sawyer alone. 

Sew). Os wrong'd by every Slave? and nor a 

Ba:k in bis Dames defence ? I am call 'd Witch» 
Yet am my ſelf bewitched from doing harm. 
Have 1 given up my (elf to rhy black luſt 
Thus to be ſcorn'd? na ſee me in three days ? 
I'm lot without my Tomalin : prithee come) 
Revenge to me 1s iweeter far then life ; 
Thou art my Raven, on whoſe cole - black wings 
Revenge cones flying to me : O my belt love ! 
I am on fire, (even in the midit of Ice ) 
Raking my blood ups till my ſhrunk knees feel 
Thy curl'd head leaning on them. Come then, my Darling» 
If in the Aire thou hover'it, fall upon me 
Inſone dark Cloud ; and as I oft have feen 
Dragons and Serpents in the Elements, 
Appzar thou now ſoro me. Art thou 1'th' Sea ? 
Muſter up all the Monſters trom the _ 
An be the uglieſt of them : ſo that my bulch 
Shew but his ſwarth cheek ro me » let earth cleave 
And break from Hel), I care not : couldI run 
Like a ſivift Powder-Mine beneath the world» 
Up would I blow it, all co finde out thee, 
Thou h I lay ruin'dinit. Not yet come | 
I muſt then fall ro my old Prayer : 
Sarnttibiceter nomem twwum. - 
Not yet come ! worrying of Wolves , biting of mad Dogs , the 
Manges and the ; 


Emer Dog. 
Dog. How now ! whom art thou curſing ? 
Sawy. Thee. Ha ! No) 'tismy black Cur 1 am curſing » for not 


atrending on me. 5 
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Dog. lamthat Cur, 

Sawy. Thou lielt : hence » come not nigh me. 

Dog. Baugh, waugh. 

Saw). VVhy dolt thou rhus appear to me in white , as it thou 
werr the Ghali of my dear love ? 

ws I am Sogmed » littnotrorell thee , yer to torment thee : 
my whreeneſs puts thee in minde of thy winding SWEEt. 

Sany. Am1 near death ? 

Deg. Yes, if the Dog of Hell be near thee. VVhen the De- 
V1] comes to thee as a Latnbhave at thy Throar, 

Saw). Off, Cur. 

Dog. He has the back of a Sheep, but the belly of an Orter : de- 
vours by Sea and Land. VVhy am I in white ? didit thou not pray 
co me ? 

Sawy. Yes, thou diſſembling Hell-hound : why now in white 
moce then at other times ? 

Dog. Be blaſted with the News ; whiteneſs 1s days Foot-boy, a 
forerunner to light, which ſhews thy old rivel'd face : Villaines are 
ſtrip'r naked, the Wirch muſt be beaten out of her Cock-pue, 

Saw), Mult ſhe ? ſhe ſhall not ; thou art a lying Spirit : 

Why to mine eyes art thou a Flag of truce ? 

[ am at peace With none ; 'tis the black colour 

Or none, Which 1 fight under : I donot like 

Thy puriran-paleneſs : glowing Furnaces 

Are far more hot then they which flame outright. 

[fthou my old Dog art, go and bite ſuch as I ſhall ſerthee on. 

Deg. 1 will nor. 

Saw). 1'll ſell my ſelf ro rwenty thouſand Fiends, to have thee 
'orn in pieces then. 

Dog. Thou canſt not : thou art (o ripe to fall into Hell , char no- 
nore of my Kennel will ſo much as bark at him that hangs thee, 

Saw). I ſhall run mad. 

Deg. Do ſo, thy time 13 come, to curſe, and rave and die. 

The Glaſs of thy fins 1s full, and it mult run out at Gallows. 

Sawy. It cannot, ugly Cur, I'll confeſs nothing; 

\nd not confeſſing, who dare come and ſwear 
have bewitched them ? I'll not confeſs one mouthful. 


Dog. Chuſe, and be hang'd or burn'd, | 
Saw). Spigh, 


a Be a rn en m—_ 


2M 
Saw). Spight ofthe Devil andthee » T'll muzzle up my Tongue 
fron telling Tales. 

Dog. Spight of thee and the Devil, thou'lt be condemn'd. 

Sax). Yes, When ? 

Dog. Andere the Execuuoner catch thee full in's Claiws,xhou'te 
confelis all. 

Saw). Out Dog! Deg. Out Witch ! Thy tryal is at hand: 
Our prey being had the Devil does laughing fiand. 

The Dog ftand; aloof. Emter Old Banks,Ratchift,and C 07 men, 
O. Bank.$She's here ; attach her: Wirch,you mult go with us. 
Saw. Whither ? co Hell ? 

O. Bark, No, no,no, old Crone ; your Mittimus ſhall be made 
hither, but your own Jaylors ſhall receive you. Away with her. 

Saw). My Tommie! my feet Tom-boy ! O thou Dog ! doſt 
thou now fly ro thy Kennel and forſake me ? Plagues and Conſum- 
prions E x owrre 

Dog. Haz ha ha, ha ! 

Let nor the World, V Vitches or Devils condemn, 
They follow us, and then we follow chem. 
| Towng Banks to the Dog.) 

_ would fain meer wich mine Ingle once more; he has had 
a Claw among{t 'un.: my Rival that lov 'd my V Venchzis like tobe 
hang'dlike an innocent ; a kinde Cur,where he takes;bur whete he 
takes not , a dogged Raſcal. 1 know rhe Villaine loves me: no, 
{ Barks. |] Artthouthere ? that's Toms voice , bur 'tis nor he : 
this is a Dog of another hair: this ? bark and noc {peak to me ? not 
Tem then: there's as much difference berwixt 7 om and this , as he- 
evixe white and black. 

Dog. Halt thou forgot me ? 

Clown, That's Tom again : prichee Ningk ſpeakiis thy name Tow ? 

Dog. VVhtht I ferv'd my ofd Damme Sawyer , 'twas: I'm gone 
from her now. 

Dog. Gone ? away With the VVitchthentoo: ſhee'l{ never 
thrive if rhon leav't her ; ſhe knows no rote how Co kill a Com, 
or a Horſe, or a Sow, withonr rhee, then ſhe does ro kill a Coofe. 

Dog. No), ſhe has done kilhng now , bur mult be kilt'd for what 
ſhe has done : fhe's ſhortly ro b= hane'd, | 

Clown, Is (he ? in my conſcience it fhe be, 'tis thou haſt brought— 
her to rhe Gallows, Tom. Dog. Right : 


JD Right : 1 ſerv'dher to that purpoſe , 'rryas part of my 
ages. . 

Clown, This was no honeſt Servanrs parr , b r leave : 
this remember, I pray you , berween you and I , inn net 
ever as a DIg, not -— a _—_— 

- True; and ſo lus! ly, nor divelliſhly. 
] have detuded rhee for ſport to laug = F Ws 
The V Vench thou ſcek'ft afrer, chou never ſpakeſt with, 
But a Spirit in her form, habit and likeneſs. Haha ! 

Clown, 1 do not then wonder at the change of your garments, it 

can enrer mto ſhapes of VVomen roo. 

Dog. Any ſhape) to blind ſuch filly eyes as thine ; tur chiefly 
thoſe courſe Creatures, Dog or Cat,Hare, Ferret, Frog, Toad. 

Clown. Louſc or Flea ? 

Dog. Any Verne. 

(own. Itfeems you Devils have poor thin ſouls , that you can 
beſtow your ſelves in ſuch ſmall bodies : bur pray you Tow , one 
queſtion at parting, 1 think I ſhall never ſee you more ; where do 
you borrow thoſe Bodies that are none of your own ? the garment- 
_ you may hire at Brokers. 

£ 


. V'Vhy wouldit thou know that ? fool availes thee not. 


Clewn. Oncly for my niindes ſake, Tow , and to tell ſome of my 
Friends. | 

Dog. I'lirhus much ref! chee: Thon never art ſodiſtanr 
From an evil Spiric, tut that thy Oath, 
Curſe; and Blaſphemies pull him ro thine Elboy : 
Thounever telft a lie, _ that a —_— 
1s within hearing it ; thy evil purpoſes 
Are ever haunred; bur when they come to at, 
As thy Tongue ſaundering, bearing falſe witneſs. 
Thy Pand fabbing, ſtealing, cozeningcheating, 
He's then within thee : thou —_ he bers upon thy parr ; 
Although thou loſe, yer he will gaine by thee. 

I > then he comes in the of a Rook. 
£- The old Cadaver of ſome ſelfe-{trangled wrerch 

VVe tometimes borrow, and appear humane, 
The Carcaſe of ſome diſeaſe-ſlain —_— 
VVe varniſh freſh, and wear as het fuſt Beauty. 


_ %LF, 
Didft never hear ? if not, it has been done. 
An hot luxurious Leacher in his Twines, 
When be has thought eo clip his Dalliance, 
There has provided been for his embrace 
A finc hoc flaming Devil in her place. 

Clew. Yes lam partly a witneſs to this, but I never could em- 
brace her : I chank thee for that, Tow; well, againe I thank thee, 
Tom, for all this counfel, wichour a Fee too ; there's few Lawyers 

of thy minde now : certainly Tome, I begin co puy thee. 

Dog. Pity me? forwhart ? 

Cleow. Were it not poſſible for thee to become an honeſt Dog = 
yet ?,*tis a baſe hife that you lead, Tow , to ſerve VVitches go kill 
innocent Children, co kill harmleſs Cattle» to roy Corn and Fruy, 
Cc. 'rwere better yet to be a Burcher, and kall for your ſelf. 

Dog. VVhy ? theſe are all my delights » my pleaſures, fool, 

Clow. Or Tom if you could give your minde to ducking, I know 
you can ſwim, fetch and catry , ſome —__ in » would 
Lake great delight in you » and be a tender mafte if 


r over you : Or ut 
you have a mind to the Game either at Bull or BearzI think I could 
prefer you to  Mal-Cmperſe. 

Do 4 Hazha! l pam vo all che Game » Bulls , Bears, Dogs, 
and - ow a Cub tobe left. 

Cow. You could do, Tow, but you muſt play fair > you ſhould be 
ſtav'd off elſe : or if your Romach did berter like to ſerve in ſome 
Noble Mans, Knights or Gentlemans Kitchn » it you could brook 
the wheel, and turn the ſpit, your labour could nar be much ; when 
they have Roſt-meat , that's but once or twice 1n the week at 
molt , here you might lick you own Toes very well : Or if you 
could tranſlate your ſclf into a Ladies age gy 16 » there you 
might lick ſweet lips, and do many pony Offices ; but tocieep un- 
der an old VVitches Coats,and ſuck lie a great PuppyFie upon't! 
I have beard bealily things of you, Tom. - 3 
Dog. Ha, ha ! The worſe thou heardſt of me,the berter 'tis. 
' Shall 1 ſerve thee, Fool, at the (elf-lame rate ? 

Clow. No, 1'll ſce thee hang'd, thou ſhalt be daren'd firſt; 1 know 
thy qualities too wellz!le give no ſuck ta ſuch VVhelps ; therefore 
hencetorth I dehe thee ; out and avaunt. 

Deg. Nor will I ſerve for ſuch a filly Soul. 
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I amfor greatneſs now, corrupted - _ ; 
There I'll ſhug in, and ger a noble countenance : 
Serve ſome Briarean Fooccloth-(trider, 
That has an hundred hands to catch at Bribes, 
Bur not a Fingers nayl of Charity. 
Such, like the Dragons Tayl, (ha | pull down hundreds 
To drop and fink with him : I'll Airerch my ſelf, = 
And draw this Bulk ſmall as a Silver-wire, 
Encer at the lealt Tobacco fume 
Can make a breach for : hence filly fool, 
I ſcorn to prey on fuch an Arome ſoul. 

. Come out, come our,you Cur ; I will beat thee out of the 
bounds of Edmonton , and ro morrow we goin Proceſſion, and at- 
rer thou ſhalt never come in againe : if thou goelt to Londen, I'll 
make thee go about by Tiburnyſtcaling in by n——_— chou 
canſt rub # Shoulder againſt a Lawyers Gown » as thou paſleſt by 
Weſtmunſfter-Hall do; if nocxo theStayers amongſt the Bandogs cake 
wargrand the Devil go with thee. &xenmT.Banks,Dog barking. 

Emer Juſtice, $:r Arthur, Warbeck, Carrer, Kate. 

Jeff. Sir Archer , though the Bench hath mildly cenſur'd your 
Errours, yet you have indeed been the Inſtrumenc that wrought all 
their miſ-forrunes : I would wiſh you pay 'd down your Fine ſpecdi- 
ly and willingly. 

Sir Arr. I'll need no urging tot.” 

Carr. If you ſhould, 'twere a ſhame to you ; for if I ſhould (pedk 
my conſcience, you are worthier to be hang'd of the two.all things 
confidered ; and now make what you can of it : but I am glad theie 
Gentlemen are freed. | 

Warb. We knew our innocence. Sow. And therefore fear'dit 
not. 
Kar. Burt I am glad that I have you ſafe, Noiſe within, 

Jef. How now ! what noyſe is that ? 

Cart. Young Framk_is going the wrong Way : Alas, poor youth ! 
now I begin to pity him. 

Emer TY. rney and Hothberts, Emer as to ſee the Execution, O. 
Carter, O. Thorney, Katharine, Winmfride weeping. 
O. Thor, Here let our ſorrows wait him : toprefsncerer 


The place of his ſad death , ſome apprehenſions 
I | M ly 


($0 
May tempr our gnef t00- MBAchs AL height _ 
Davghterhe land. Man. pra 
Are too far agg cobe joyn'd 
Bur in eternicy. 1 ſhare 190 mych of ki 5 5 going thicher. 
Cart. Poor Co 'rwas nox thy Gault ; | grieve 50 (ee 
Thee weep for him thas hath my pity $00+ 
 _»in. My faule was lap my puniſhg:ent was ſhame ; 
Yer { am happy that my laul ys free 
Both from conſcnt, tore-knowledge 3nd 1 inten . ' 
Of any Murther, bur of mine own Hongur. 
Reſtac'd again by a fair ſatisfaRiog» and Gnce nor tobe wounded, 
_ © Oboe. Davghter, grieve not for what has pocefey fceech ; rather - 
relobve ro canquer it vagh pauence Alas 
"Hm. by gricies arc Revng, pom mae: mY eneare can bear 


Withia. Away wuh ber | bangher, Wicch | | 
Exer Savyes 20 Favor Diiersa ud, Holt hve ag wraps 
(axe. Flix Wuch , that. initramgpr of, null he ka 


witch the Devil inco my Sor-in-lawa when 's.my oo 
Daughter ? do you hears Morber Sewer ? 
Sexy. What would you have ? canner a poor old worgan have 


your heave to die wackout vexation ? 
Carr. Did not you bewitch Freak, to kill his wife ? he could ne- 
ver have don't without the DeviL 
Saw. Who doubes it ? bur is every Devil mine ? 
V Yould | had one now whom 1 might command 
To reax you all in pieces : Tem would bave don't before he lei 
mc. 
(art. Thou did'ſi —— 0000 jul hee ſel£ 
Saw). Churl, thou ly'it ; | never rt: Would you were 
- as neer your ends as Lam, chac gave evidence againkt me tor 


* "Coane Fil beſworn, Ms. Carter, (he bewicched Gammer #4 - 
bowls Sow, to caſt her Pigs a day before ſhe would have farried; i ec 
they were fone wp a0 Londengand ſold for as good efminſter Dog- 
Pigs, at Bartholewew Fair ,, as ever great belly'd Ale-wie longed 
_ for. 


Saw). Theſe Dogs will mad me: I was well :c{olv'd 


To 


(39) 
To die in my rep2ntance ; though 'tis eruce . 
I would on ki £ drulpher, yer fince © / 
I cannor, pray torment me nor þ my cgaſcicace 
Is ſerled as it thall be ; all take heed 
How they believe the Devil » hed ide'} chnxe you, 
Carr. Tradit beſt confel@ all truly. Sew7. Yer again? 
Have I ſcarce breath enough to'lay my Prayers ? | 
And would you force me to ſpetid thac hn bawling ? 
Bear witneſs I repent all former evil g ; y 
There is no damned Conquret like the Devil. 
Omn. Away with het, away Of Auf | 
Fmer Frank ro Exetmiens Ov 5160» Sir, Arthur s 
Warbeck » Somerron. | 
O. Thor. Here's the ſad Objeat which I yer mult queer 
V Vith hope of comfort, if a repentant end | 
Make him morc happy then miſ-forrune would 
Suffer him here to be. Frank, Good Sirvxturn from me ; 
You will revive affliction almolt kil'd | 
Wich my continual ſorrow. O Ther. O Frank, Frank! 
V'Vould I had ſunk in mine own wants, Or died 
Burt one bare minure ere thy fault was ated. 
Frank, To look upon your forrows, execures me beforc my Exc- 
cution. | 
Win, Let me pray you, Mr. 
Frank, Thou much wrong d woman, 1 mult ſigh for thee, 
As he that's onely loath rv leave the Worle, 
For that he leaves thee in it unprovideds 
Unfriended ; and for me to beg a piry 
From any man to thee when I am gone» 
Is more then 1 can hope ; nor te ſay truth» 
Have I deſerv'd it : but there 13a —_ 
Belongs to goodneſs from _—_ nequer 
Above ; it will not fail thee, Wmmnifride z 
Be that thy comfort, O. Ther. Let ir be thine t00» 
Untimely loſt young man. Frank, He is noc lalt, 
VVho bears his peace within him: had I ſpun 
My VVeb of life our at full length, __ dream'd 
9 3 | 
Away my many years in laſts, in ſur - pt "TM 


» 


; (43). 
Murthers of Reputacions, gallanc 
Commended or approv'd ; then though I had 
Diedeafily, as = ———_— : 
own not comnpell d uftice, 
— apes have mourn'd for me indeed ; my miſeries 
Had been as everlaſting, as remedileſs : 
But now the Law hath not arraign'd» condemn'd 
VVith greater rigour my unhappy Fat, 
Then I my ſelf have every little tin 
My memory can reckon from my Child-hood : 
A Court hath been kepr here, where I am found 
Guilry ; the &fference is » my impartial Judge 
Is much more gracious then my Faulcs 
Are monſtrous to be nam'd ; yer they are monſtrous, 
O. Ther. Here's comfort in this penitence. Win. It ſpeaks 
How truly you are reconcil'd, and quickens 
My dying comforegthat was neer expiring 
With my laſt breath : now this Repentance makes thee 
As whire as innocence; and my firtt kn with thee, 
Since which I knew none like it, by my ſorrow, 
*  lIsclearlycancell'd: might our Souls rogether 
Cltmb co the height of their erernity, 
And there enjoy whart earth denied us, Happineſs : 
Bur fince I mult ſurvive,and be the monument 
Of thy lov'd memory, 1 will preſerve it 
V Vith a Religious care, and pay thy aſhes 
A V'Vidows duty, calling that end bett, 
V Vhich though i ſtain the name,mmakes the ſoul blefi 
Frank, Give methy hand , poor woman ; do nor weep : 
Farewel. Thou daſt forgive me ?' Wa. 'Tis my part 
To uſe that Language Freak, Oh that my Exa:rple 
Might teach the V Vorld hereafrer what a curſe 
. Hings on their heads, who rather chuſe to marry / 
A goodly Porcron, then a Dowr of Verrues | 
Are you there, Gentlemen ? there is not one 
Among!t you whom I have noe wrong'd : you molt ; 
ro b'd you of, a Daughter ; bur ſhe 1s 
kn Hcaven ; and I mult ſuffer for it willingly. 


Cart. I, 


_ 

Cart. I, 1, ſhe's in Heaven, Jam glad to ſee 
Thee ſo well prepared to follow her : 

] forgive thee with all my heart ; if thou 

Had'(t not had ull counſel, thou woulJ'tt nor have 
Done as thou didit : the more ſhame for them. 

Some. Spare your excuſe to me , I do conceive 
What you would ſpeak: I would you could as eahily 
Make (atisfaRion to the Law, as to my wrongs. 

I am (ſorry for you. 
_  Warb. Andſoaml, and heartily forgive you. | 

Kate. I will pray for you, for ber ſake, who, I am ſure,did love 
you dearly. 

Sir Art. Let us pert friendlytoo : Iam aſham'dof my part in 
thy wrongs. 

Frank, You ateall merciful, and ſend me to my Grave in peace. 
Sir Arthur Heavens ſend you a new heart. Laſtly ro you,Sir ; and 
though I have deſerv'd not to be call'd your Son, yet give me leave 
upon my knees, to beg a bleſſing. 

O. Ther. Take it : let me wet thy Cheeks with the laſt 
Tears my griefs have left me. 'O Frank, Frank, Frank! 

Frank, Lerme beſeech yu » Gentlemen, ro 
Comfort my old Father ; keep him with yee ; 

Love this diftrefled VVidow ; and as often 

As you remember what a graceleſs man 

I was, remember likewile that theſe are 

Both free, beth worthy of a berter Fate, 

Then ſuch a Son or Husband as I have been. 

All help me with your prayers. Ons On, 'tis juſt 

That Law ſhould purge the guilr of blood and luſt. Ex. 

Cart. Go thy ways : I did not think to have ſhed one tear for 
thee » bur thou haſt made me water my plants ſpighe of my heart. 
M. Thormey, chear up;man ; whillt I can ftandby you, you ſhall nor 
want help to keep you from falling. We have fo our Children 
both on's the wrong way , bur ve cannot help it : better or worſe, 
"(15 NOW as *L18. | 

O. Ther. Ithank you,Sir , you are more kinde then I have cauſe 
to hope or look for. 


Cart, Mr, Somerton, is Kate yours Or no ? 
Som. VVe 


SI 
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Som. We are agreed, '. . . 1. dvr | 

K a:. And, but my Faith is paſſ'd , I ſhoukd fear to bemarriac 
Husbands are 16 cruclly unkind: excuſe me char I am thus croubled 

Som. Thou ſhalt have no cauſe. 

Cart. Take comfort Milttis Wiamfride, Sir Arther, 
For his abuſe to you, and ro your Huvhand, | 
Is by the B-nch enzoyn'd to pay you-down 
A thouſand Marks. Si Art. Which I will on diſcharoe. 

Win. Sir, "tis tO great a ſumto be imploy'd upon my Funerals. 

Cart. Comexcomes if luck had ſerv'd, Sir Arthwrand every ma: 
had his due, ſomebody might have rorrer'dere chis » wichour pay 
ing Fines ; like it as you litt. Come to me Winmfride, ſhalt be wel 
come : make much of her, Kare, I charge you : I donot think bu 
ſhe's a good Wench , and hath has wrong as well as we. $0 let' 
every man home to Edwemren with heavy hearts , yet as merry a 
we can, though not as we would. 

Jo#. Joyn Friends in ſorrow ; make of all the beſt : 
Harms palt may be lamented, not redreſt, Exenm 


E PT. 


SASASBBARED 


© TIE ES UuLSz 


\\ in. Am a Widow (till, ard muſl 1.0t ſort 
A ſecond choice, nithout a good report 

1hich though ſome Widows flinde, ana tew deſeruc, 

Yet I dare 119t preſume , Lut will not ſwerue 

From modeſt hopes, All 6 le tongues are free 


The gentle may [peat one kithnde word tor me, 
| PHEN, 
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